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T H E 


DEDICATION. 


To his GRACE 
The Duke of NoRTHUMBERLAND. 


Fu ME, like Love, will ever ks thoſe moſt 
who really ſhun, or even ſeem to avoid it.— 
Thoſe loſe who ſeek either Goddeſs — They 


gain her who, like Virgil's baſhful Nymph, 


ſo I find f in the Tranflation—happy ! could I 
read it in the Original— 


* Leaps in aThicket— to be ſen the more.” 
Had 


Iy DEDICATION. 
Had I ſollicited your Grace's Leave to lay 
theſe Trifles before you, I but foreſaw a 
feeling Refuſal —True Merit, from it's Conſe- 
quence, Baſhfulneſs, often denies what Igno- 
rance embraces, — I would rather be blamed 
fr om your Modeſty, than careſſed from thoſe 
5 many I might, by my Connections, have eaſily 
obtained wen in the Rank of Nobility. — 


But, in fact, as theſe Trifles were all com- 
poſed— if ſuch, indeed, deſerve ſo laudable a 
Name as Compoſition — in Sight of your ſo 
elegant Plantations at Sion, where, according 


to Milton, they became 


cc My earlieſt Viſitation —and my laſt at 


. eve!” 


- Like Strays, they ſeem naturally to fall thus 
to your Grace, as being found doing Harm 
vpon your Manor — for I agree with Mr. Pope, = 

that. the Lawyer's Clerk Is injured, 


„Who 


DEDICATION, v 


* Who reads a Stanza, when he ſhould 
ce engroſs.” 


And thus may I, innocently, miſchieve ſome 
People leſs idle, at firſt, like myſelf, by giving 
Ideas of a fatal Paſſion they before were 


Strangers to. 


Cato tells us, that Cæſar's Enemies would 
confeſs his Virtues, as a Proof they were un- 
feigned and valuable ones I only wiſh, after 
much fruitleſs Toil, to find one Enemy of 
your Grace's, the better to confirm this Maxim 
equally, as my Opinion of your Grace's Me- 
rits.— Till then, I muſt be content in hearing 
what a Croud of Friends ſay of you in pri- 
vate, who can have no View but the rooted 
one of Self- love, in being known to a No- 


bleman of the Duke of Northumberland's 
intrinſic Value, 


Among 


mn DEDICATION. 


Among that Number, if your Grace has a 


Vacancy for one more, ſo humble and inſigni- 


ficant as herſelf,—ſhe will endeavour not to loſe 
her firſt Ground, if once obtained, who, 


With all Deference and Submiſſion | 


Has the — ſo particular — Honour 
_ to ſubſcribe herſelf, 
Your Gracz's 1 
| 
Moſt devoted Servant, * 
g 29 2 g ; | 4 
| | 
MARIA WEVLAR. | 
Ifleworth, p 
April | 1770. | 


TO THE 


R E A D E R. 


| PHE following T rifles being intended to 
' ſerve, and, perhaps, ſave a diſtreſſed 

Relation, whoſe only Error, Shame to this 
Age! was Humanity; and what Rouſſeau lo 
ingeniouſly calls that cruel Gift of Heaven, 


Pity — the Reader muſt excuſe, now being 


informed of the Occaſion, not only all Errors, 


but even ſome Futilities, in this ColleQion, which 


the ſhort Notice prevented ſupplanting, 


Add to this, that Neceſſity obliging the 
Work to appear early, an Addition of two 
Sheets, at leaſt, is prevented, which, had there 


been Time to meliorate them, would have 
been given, 


To 


vii TO THE READER. 
To have offered my Productions leſs correct 
than the preſent, though not ſo perfect as even 


theſe ought to have been, would have been 
not only an Injury to the Author, but even 
offended thoſe generous Minds who rather 
value Reality than Quantity. 


As this is the Author's jir/? Attempt, to 
which ſhe has ſet the Seal of her Reputation : 
of a Writer, it is hoped the candid World will 
pardon the preſent Errors of her Pen, now 
made known, in Conſideration of the many 
Productions they have for ſome Vears approved 
in ſeveral monthly Publications, under the 
fþ lent Signature of 


MARIA. 


London, 
April 20, 1770, 
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Various and Select Occaſions. 
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70 CONTENT. 
1 
80 G2 fair Content — lov'd goddeſs, ſay, 
* How ſhall I find thy ſoft retreat — 
«© Where ſhall I ſeek thy halcyon ſeat ? 
« Or, midft the darkneſs of my day, 
« Trace out thy ever-ſacred way ? 


II. 
Love painted out a pleaſing ſcene, 
* Where only beauty ſhould be found, 
With roſes and with myrtles crown'd—- 
cc No care cou'd ſeem to come between, 
% For you was deem'd its happy queen. 
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c Delu- 


2 POEMS ON VARIOUS 


III. 
« Deluſion all! a ſpecious cheat 
At my approach the rofes fade, 
] found each fragrant flow'r decay'd ; 
40 And, when I ſeem' d at my retreat, 
41 blam'd myſelf for the deceit. 


IV. 
% At courts, where I was then unknown, 
! ſought thee midft their ſplendid pride, 
Where gilded miſeries reſide ; 
« But, where the brighteſt jewels ſhone, 
« I found myſelf, too late, alone. 


V. 


„Envy and painted malice there, 


 « Had taken fuch a rooted hold, 
„I wiſh'd the doors would ftrait unfold ; 


« ] long'd to breathe ſweet freedom's air, 


In hopes to find her bleſhngs near, 


VI. 
Then lead me to the moſs-grown cell, 
« Where I may fnd the hoary ſage, 
«© Who wears experience with his age; 
«© Who, fond with ſcience ſtill to dwell, 
„ Bids me not live, but to excel. 


VII. 


© T come, I come prepare your bow'rs, 


With thee the goddeſs muſt reſide, 
« Far, far from noiſe and giddy pride: 


60 Beneath thy feet ſpring countleſs flow'rs, 
For ſweet content is a your's. 


« Ye 
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AND SELECT OCCASIONS. 
VIII, 
Pet let Maria claim a part; 
Rich in this gift, you may beſtow : 
One ray of hope will heal her woe, 


„And, giv'n from ſuch a guileleſs heart, 


«<< She'll vainly think it her deſert. 
IX. 


„Integrity and truth ſerene 
« Have lull'd the labours of thy breaſt, 
Have ſung thy buſy heart to reſt ; 


„ And, midſt a world of grief and pain, 


% Have prov'd thy labours not in vain. 
6 A ſoul, like thine, devoid of guile, 
With native innocence elate, 
Above the keeneſt rage of fate, 
« Can greet it with an infant's ſmile, 
«« And even agony beguile. | 


XI. 
Then take your wretched votary in, 
And let me try the world no more 
« For, landed on ſo ſafe a ſhore, 
I ſhall the hermit's life begin, | 
% And cloſe, with ſweet content, the ſcene. 


MR e 455 
No voice of diſcord ſhall be found, 
No ſounds of envy reach my cell: 
Vain world, adieu! ſad pomp farewel! 
I'm now on conſecrated ground, 


And all I loſt at length is found. 


B 2 


A Gen« 


4 POEMS ON VARIOUS 


A gentleman of great faſhion and fortune, being enamoured of 
a ſervant at Dolly's Chop-houſe, the following, left in his 
name from the author, drew him off from his folly, and he 


now lives to thank his benefaftreſs. 


H Sally, emblem of thy chop-houſe ware, 


As broth, reviving ; and, as French bread, fair 


Thy hands ſtill whiter than your whiteſt pork, 
Thy wit ſtill ſharper than the ſharpeſt fork : 
Thy hair more vary'd in its curls, than we 


Perceive in endive's leaves or celery : 

Can Durham muſtard boaſt itfelf ſo ſtrong, 
As is your judgment, though, as yet, ſo young? 
And when I ſee young radiſhes ſo near, 


Thy fingers to my fancy ſtrait appear. 


Smooth is thy voice, like oil in cruet bright, 


White are thy teeth, like griſtles left at night: 


And when thy eyes ſo ſparkle to the day, 
I think of lamps juſt lighted croſs the way. 


Oh ! Sally—could I turn and ſhift my love 
With the ſame art that you your ſteaks can move, 
My heart, thus cook'd, might prove a chop-hauſe feaſt, 


And you alone ſhould be the welcome gueſt. 


But, deareſt Sal! the flames which you impart, 


Like chop on gridiron, broil my tender heart; 


Which, if thy kindly-helping hand ben't nigh, 


— Muff, like an unturn'd chop, hiſs, burn, and fry : 


And mutt, at laſt, thou ſcorcher of my ſoul, 


Shrink, and become an undiſtinguiſh'd coal. 


| 
| 
| 


AND SELECT OCCASIONS. 5 


To a gentleman, who offered to quit an advantageous match 
for one of love only. 


NH! form'd by nature, and refin'd by art, 


With charms to gain, and ſenſe to fix a heart — 


By crouds admir'd, can'ſt thou from her be free, 


Who wooes thee to be great yet, think on me: 


On me! who but one merit can poſſeſs, 


And yet, compar'd to her's, ſo truly leſs: 

A merit, —if I muſt believe it true, 

Which but appears the beſt in knowing you. 
Say, canſt thou quit, for me, the gilded car, 


With all the pomp and circumſtance of war? 
And, worthy of a Britiſh triumph, ſcorn 
Applauſe, to wed with one ſo meanly born? 


Content in narrow ſtate to waſte thy life, 


Then blame yourſelf, howe'er you bleſs the wife. 
In ſome poor cottage waſte thy hours of prime, 


Yet kindly whiſper, ©* Love's no loſs of time.” 
Content you'd ſeem to be in ſhepherd's weed, 
And on the plain our bleating flock to feed ; 
But can I think the joy would real prove, 


Though recompenc'd with all Maria's love ? 


| Yet ſhall my fancy figure a retreat, 

And, for a while, herſelf Maria cheat, 
Already, round the viſionary grove 

Each tree ſhall thrive, as planted in my love, 


By love ſhall ſpring each variegated flow'r, 


By love ſhall thicken ev'ry verdant bow'r : | 
And as the pebbled ſtream till haſtes along, 
Love ſhall be all its murmur,—all its ſong, 
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6 PO EMS ON VARIOUS 

Yet where, alas ! is this imagin'd green ? 

This nameleſs lawn, this village yet unſeen ?_ 

Where ſwains, contented on their native ground, 

Think the world ends at the next meadow's bound : 

Where the tann'd peaſant, and his red-ſtreak bride, 

Were born together, and together died; 

Whoſe ſtrange poſterity ſhall only know, 

'That one could ſpin the beſt—the other ſow. 

With ſuch a picture canſt thou be content, 

And not the loſs of gilded roofs repent? 

Behold | a cottage, ſcarce in winter thatch d, 

Thro' want imperfect ; nay, a work ill-patch'd. 

An offspring adding to thy daily care, 

As they thy help ſhall aſk with many a tear; 

Liſping their wants with eloquence of eyes, 

When words ſhall fail to ſpeak their miſeries. 

Accept in love, and e'en in pity too, 

(Sure ſhe muſt hate, who thus could injure you) 
Accept the hand which offers wealth and eaſe, 

Nor think of her who may at diſtance pleaſe. 

In abſence may her love be more ſincere, 

As your's might fade were thus Maria near. 

Her preſence would undo each promis'd bliſs — 

| Believe her—for ſhe ſeals it with a kiſs— 

Such as her faithful heart ne'er knew before, 
For, oh! ſhe loves—where ſhe muſt love no more. 
Love, wbich but means not to deſtroy, but ſave, 
And ſtill will bleſs Maria in the grave, 


O DR. 
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AND SELECT OCCASIONS. » 


O D "Ws 
7 5 
40 I, OVE but too oft has nought to give, 
<«« But tears and ſighs like me — 
« Then who would wiſh to love, yet live ? 
e Still curſt with hopes, he will receive 
«« Her rival, and be free, 
) | 1755 . 
Leave the ſad friend to her ſad fate 5 
ge wiſe, nor follow care: 
Leave her the ſtory to relate, 


« How fortune robb'd her of a mate, 
«© Who lov'd no leſs ſincere. 


eee aa e 


| « Then ſhall their mutual ſorrows join, 
Though diſtantly remov'd ; | 

And when a parting breath as mine, 

<«« Shall mingle with a ſoul like thine, 


I'll die to be belov'd.” 


To a gentleman who laughed at the word Love. 
. 
« FYURS'D be the man who dares avow, 
g ; 4 < That love's ſweet paſhon cloys : 
Let ſuch their ill- bought hearts. purſue, 
And live on purchas'd joys. 
1 * 
Such caſual joy can never charm, 
«© But through a want of ſenſe — 
“ Can we ſuppoſe that heart will warm, 
6 Which only weighs your pence. 
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POEMS ON VARIOUS 
OO 
« Her eyes your glitt'ring ore behold, 
At once ſhe ſeems to love: 
6 F. or ceaſe your Danae's ſhow'r of gold, 
% And ſoon the change you prove. 


IV. 
« 'Then never weigh thy happineſs 
In balance to thy purſe ; 


. Since what ſeems now conſummate bliſs, 


« To-morrow proves a curſe, 


V. 
ce The purchas'd fair muſt ever cloy— 
A bliſs we can't retain— 
& Say, don't you ſicken at a joy 
«Your gold alone could gain? 


VI. 


dé Rut let the paſſion be ſincere, 


„And love the price of love; 


No hour of penitence you'll fear, 


„Tour bliſs will e'en improve. 


VII. 
6 Each 1 morn will bring ſtill new delight, 
„Unknown, unfelt before; 
&« And ſorrow's moſt unwelcome night 
„ Shall now be grief no more. 


VIII. 


« Her eye will give you tear for tear, 


« Her heart keep pace with thine ; 
« « For ev'ry ſigh, a ſigh you'll hear, 


CO Such as too oft are mine, 
& Increaſe 


AND SELECT OCCASIONS. 5 
It: 


„ Increaſe of appetite will grow 
« On what it daily feeds; 
If once the tear which falls for woe, 
«© The gen'rous bliſs ſucceeds,” 


| J. 
2 F RO M gen'rous eyes, oh ſweet repoſe | 
„ Thoſe balmy tears diſtil, 
„Which ſteal each mourner from his woes, 
And bid deſpair be till. 


II. 

<< Prolong the ſmiling infant's reſt, 
„Who yet no ſorrow knows; 

Nor leſs the mother's bleeding breaſt, 
«© 'To ſofteſt peace compoſe. 


= 
Her mind the faireſt dreams adorn, 
«© That wave on fancy's wing; 
The purple of aſcending morn, 
«© The bloom of op'ning ſpring. 
39. 
< Let all that ſooths the ſoul, and charms, 
Fer midnight hours employ; 
© Till bleſt in her dear parents arms, 
* She wakes to real joy.” 


C ODE, 
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May, ſpite of all my hopes, return, 


Bs 


POEMS ON VARIOUS. 
e 


66 T H E crue] guſts which, but this morn, 
„ Threw my fair lilly down, 


* And all my ſorrows crown. 
“ Yet, tho' but fot a little hour, 
'I raiſe its injur'd head; 
« *Tis all, alas! in my fad pow'r, 
466 Tho' future ſtorms 1 dread. 
III. 
&© Then wreak your vengeance, cruel winds, 


% On common fruits and flow'rs; 


Misfortune ſhould avoid ſuch minds, 
s heay' n might ſay is Our. ws 


_ 


8 10» - 
On the Death of General Wolfe. 
0 O H ! tyrant Death, how waſt thou proof 
Againſt Britannia's tears ! ( 

0 Did we for Wolfe not weep enough, 
„re death had ſeal'd our fears ? ; | 
| : | II. | 

Oft did our hopes to doubt ſtill yield, 

« Ere his ſad fate we knew; 
« For hope would whiſper from the feld, 
« Perhaps it is not true, 


« At 


— ——— ___r 


AND SELECT OCCASIONS, 


III. | 
ei At length we faid, could nothing move 
«Thy pity, or thy pow'r ? 
© To rob a nation of its love, 
* Amidſt of youth the flow'r ! 


IV, 
«© Or was it more from kindneſs done 
<«« To his immortal name, 
* You choſe to ſet his rifing ſun 
With gems of endleſs fame.” 


65 5 . 
ky T HE — 5 whom we moſt deplore, 
$ Has ſtill one ſecret bliſs — 


66 That while he counts his endleſs ſtore, 


„He finds the ſym increaſe, 
e | RD 


85 The as. CE VER he takes the field, 


“ Forgets all danger near; 
In hopes the enemy will yield, 
« Ts yoid of ey'ry fear. 

ain 56: 1c: HEE, 


cc The ſailor quits his native ſhore, 


« And truſts the faithleſs main; 
« Fearleſs he hears the billows roar, 
% For all his end is gain, 
5 ent . TV: : 


% Amidſt each ſeaſon's frown ; 
5 Sure heav'n, he cries, will not refuſe 
“ What ought to be my own, 
| WE le" 
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« But oh! in love's too cruel fate, 
« We ſeldom find return ; 
* Whether by coldneſs, or by fate, 
Souls rarely equal burn,” 


6 


To a Friend in CR: 
I. 


O w oft I aſk at ſolemn eve, 
T: Why are the good, alone, . 2 
„% No anfiver ; can I e'er receive, 
But that all ill is for the beſt. 
C *This thus the friend to human kind 
Ils hid, alas! from day and me — 


i Hadſt thou poſſeſs'd a vulgar mind, 


Like yulgar minds you had tow free, 


III. 


„ Then bear your ſorrows yet awhile, 


„„The hour arrives you'll ſigh no more: 


“Ves — learn from one devoid of guile, 


6 That honour waits to ope' the door.“ 


I. 


O ULD you know how much I love, 


And my deareſt friendſhip Wy 


06 Never wait, or ling'ring ſtand, 


& Take at once my rival's hand, 


« He 


8 
ee 
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IT, | 
He has flocks and herds to give 
He can bid Maria live: 
“ have nothing but an heart, 
„Only rich, as void of art, 


III. 
C Wretched wiſhes are in vain; 
J may wiſh, and wiſh again— — 


„Will they comfort once beſtow ? 


Can they ſmoothe the bed of woe? 
1 


4 Yet ſhould fortune ceaſe to frown, 
And ſmile on him who is your own— 


&« Think how curs'd may be our fate, 


£« Happy only when too late ! 


V. 


„% What pow'r, alas! can then recal ? 


«< *Tis anarchy—confuſion all 
$6 Yet vain is all I ſay to move, 
“ For I, alas have nought but love,” 


To Miſt A— Cocks. 
HILE my dear Anna, free from care, 
_* Enjoys her cot, and country air; 
Sees radiant ſuns each morning riſe, 
And counts each colour df the ſkies : 


Hears the ſweet linnet, free from ſorrow, 


At her bleſt window bid good marrow : 
Poor ſad Maria, with a frown, reed 
Still doom'd to atmoſphere of town, 


Sighs 
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No hip—hyſteric—ſuch as we 
Too late perceive in curs'd bohea, 


Who, of each dainty ſtill in ſpite, 


| Where I my infant limbs firſt lay'd, 


And Philomel's ſad notes replied, _ 


Souls from dull bodies with applauſe— EA 1 


POEMS ON VARIOUS. 
Sighs out her tedious days of leiſure, 
In what the world ſo ill calls pleaſure; 
For, truly, ſhe would all reſign, 


To taſte one hour which equals thine. 


While we both Indies ſearch to deck 


Our breakfaſt table here - good lack 


You catch the hrſt cow that is quiet, 
And find at once a purer diet. 


Purſues your plain repaſts when o'er ; 


No- you are heartier than before. 
And taking croſs your fields a ftride, 


Look down on London's pomp and pride, Y 5 | 


Lament a loſs of appetite, - 4466 
Methinks, to ſhun Sol's ſultry "Ng 
I ſee you wand'ring near thoſe ſtreams, | 


And ev 85 childiſh danger brav'd. 
The quiv'ring poplars o'er my head 
Trembled, I thought, left I was dead; 


Had ſhe not bath'd, ſhe had not dy'd, | 


"Theſe, my dear Anna, were in truth | 


The pleaſing ſorrows of our youth. 
Jardini's finger, when he draws | 


Guadagni's ſo mellifluent throat, 


Which cheats the linnet of his note; 1 75 
All, all, would I refign to be 09 | 
One hour in ſolitude with thee, + | 


His 


AND SELECT OCCASIONS, 15 
His finger would be ſoon ſupplied, 
By the firſt linnet at your ſide— _ 
f Her voice would ſoon an equal find, 
Ci In ev'ry buſh, before behind 
k The very flail, though harſh to you 
The waggon bells, though ill-tun'd too 
To me, with country proſpects join'd, 
Would animate a dying mind. 
1 Oh! Harriot, yet ſome pity give 
To her who wiſhes but to live; 
For life we cannot call it here, 
Where on each fide dwells ev'ry fear. 
At midnight, dreadful fire's alarm; 
; In ev'ry ſtreet vile robbers ſwarm : | 


Your very boſom friend betrays, 


| And injures you a thouſand ways. 
Some other name in pity give, 
For *tis to breathe, and not to live. 
Come, let me fancy for a while, 
| That J am clamb'ring ev'ry ſtile, 
W hich leads to that dear meadow gay, 
Where our young ſchool-mates us'd to play 
"The joy of ſilencing the dog, 
| FE” With many a ſtone, and many a log, 
Was greater far than now I know, 
In driving off a fop or beau. 
If we with bended pin have took 
A minim from the limpid brook, 
How did our little pulſes beat ! 
It was of joy indeed a treat, 
| Beyond what now I find to catch 
The proſpect of a city match. 


To 
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Sighs out her tedious days of leiſure, 
In what the world ſo ill calls pleaſure; 
For, truly, ſhe would all reſign, - 


To taſte one hour which equals thine. 


While we both Indies ſearch to deck 


Our breakfaſt table here—good lack 


Vou catch the firſt cow that is quiet, 


And find at once a purer diet. 
No hiphyſteric—ſuch as we 


Too late perceive in curs'd bohea, 


Purſues your plain repaſts when o'er ; 
 No—you are heartier than before. 


And taking croſs your fields a ftride, 


Look down on London's ponip and bas, 


Who, of each dainty ſtill in ſpite, 


Lament a loſs of appetite, - _ e 


Methinks, to ſhun Sol's ſultry 1 


l fee you wand'ring near thoſe ſtreams 
Y a en | een 


One hour in ſolitude with thee, - 


Where I my infant limbs firſt lav'd, 


And ev 17 childiſh danger brav'd. 
The quiv'ring poplars o'er my head 
Trembled, I thought, left I was dead; 


And Philomel's ſad notes replied, 
Had ſhe not bath'd, ſhe had not dy'd. 


Theſe, my dear Anna, were in truth 
The pleaſing ſorrows of our youth. 


Jardini's finger, when he draws F 


Souls from dull bodies with applauſe— 


Guadagni's ſo mellifluent throat, 


Which cheats the linnet of his note; 


All, all, would I refign to be 


His 
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His finger would be ſoon ſupplied, 
By the firſt linnet at your ſide— 
Her voice would ſoon an equal find, 
In ev'ry buſh, before—behind— 

'The very flail, though harſh to you ; 
The waggon bells, though ill-tun'd too; 
To me, with country proſpects join'd, 
Would animate a dying mind. 

On! Harriot, yet ſome pity give 
To her who wiſhes but to live; 

For life we cannot call it here, 
Where on each fide dwells ev ry fear. 
At midnight, dreadful fire's alarm; ; 
In ev'ry ſtreet vile robbers ſwarm : 
Your very boſom friend betrays, 
And injures you a thouſand ways. 
Some other name in pity give, 

For 'tis to breathe, and not to live. 

Come, let me fancy for a while, 
That I am clamb'ring ev'ry ſtile, 

W hich leads to that dear meadow gay, 
Where our young ſchool-mates us'd to play 
The joy of ſilencing the dog, 

With many a ſtone, and many a log, 

Was greater far than now I know, 

In driving off a fop or beau. 

If we with bended pin have took 
A minim from the limpid brook, 
How did our little pulſes beat! 

It was of joy indeed a treat, 

Beyond what now 1 find to catch 

The proſpe& of a city match. 


To 
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To fouls, the common race above, 
Ah ! what is wealth compar'd to love ? 


I ſee you with your head reclin'd, 


Catching each zephyr in the wind; 
Beneath ſome hoſpitable tree 

Ah! would it alſo ſhelter'd me. 
You gather daiſies as you lay— 
The pebbled ſtream till haſtes away; 
And as it prattles there along, = 
Invites you to a fimpler ſoa: 

Than our ſtarcht London damſels know 
How ſhould they, bred in gilded woe ? 
Of ev'ry rural thought bereft, . 


They have not one idea left, 


But leads them, far as they perceive, 
Jo flatter, and of courſe deceive. 


J hate to ſee the Windſor Fly, 
As ev'ry morning it goes by; 
And envy ev'ry gouty dame, 


Who takes her place,.“ See my own name.“ 
While I muſt ſtill my boſom ſtrike, 


That I can never do the like. 


Think on the wretch dear Harriot, do, 


Who only ſighs to be with you 


Repines amidſt her ſtars and garters, 


That London is her ſummer quarters: 
Who fain would o'er the thicket range, 
And artificial pleaſures change; 

To hear the concert of a brook ; 

To ftride the green with ſhepherd's crook 1 
To ſnatch an apple from the tree, 


As the bent bough ſhall traverſe me. 


AND SELECT OCC ASIONS. 
Oh ! days and nights, in truth divine, 
When ev'ry wiſh I have is thine ; 

f And when, to finiſh all the feaſt, 

f At length arrives that hour of reſt, 

14 Stranger to ev'ry female here, 
Who breathes this wretched atmoſphere ; ; 
Where cen our very dreams may prove 
Sweet emblems of that life I love; 

= But which, for ſo the fates decree, 

Now falls to you, inſtead of ne. 


| De — 

\ N 7 HI L E dear Maria mourns her fate, 
; In ſuch pathetic ſtrains; 
(if +4 | Hear what her Anna can relate, 


Of theſe ſo boaſted — 
* II. 
Think you that ploughman can't deceive ? 
I warrant you he can: 


Village or town, where'er they live, 
Man till will be a man. 


III. 
a Oh ! did you know the hearts he broke, 
| When firſt he danc'd at Lizes; 
You'd ſwear that country love's a joke, 
And clowns look ſharp for prizes. 
IV. ; 
You talk of linnets, larks, and birds, 
That ſing fo wond'rous true; 
You may have theſe without more words, 
And hear Jardini too, 
| 8 
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V. 


But Anna here, from morn to night, 


Can only hear her linnet : 
I wiſh you but the ſame delight, 
You'd ſwear there's nothing in it. 


VI, 


The bowl of milk from brindled cow, 


May ſuit the ploughman's ſon ; 
But I muſt rob both Indies too, 
Or elſe I am undone. 
vn. 
The limpid brook, and purling ftream, 
Are, doubtleſs, pleaſing things; 


But I've no fancy now to ſwim, 


As when in leading-ſtrin gs. 


VIII. 


. bs coach returning home to town, 


Makes me, like March-hare, mad; 
And oft I wiſh to make up one, 
E'en tho they look ſo ſad. 


Is, 
A moonſhine ramble o'er the glade, 
Is ſure a ſpritely thing : 


I'd ſooner ſce,—as I'm a_maid— 


_ Smith—Garrick—Yates—or King. 
X. 


Whene'er your pretty curtain draws, 


What woods are then in view! 


Not fill'd with clowns and loud jackdaws, 


With carts and waggons too. 


Your, 


AND SELEC T OCCAS IONS. 


XI. 
Your foreſts glitter with a beau, 
A lover and his friend 
To ſee ſuch things you well might go 
Some twenty mile an end. 


| XII. 

I'd ſooner climb a ſide- box row, 

That twenty ſtiles had by — 
How ſweet to hear, You poſes me ſo, 
Pray do not fit ſo nigh.” — 


XIII. 
Our appetite, you praiſe lo dear, 
Is more a plague than pleaſure 
To eat at ev'ry houſe that's near, 
And do it ſo at leifure.— 
3 XIV. 
The quiv'ring poplars you ſo prize, 
So far from charming me; 
Remind me of the child that dies 
Of agues—wretchedly ! 


We + 
Our daiſies o'er th' enamell'd grove, 
Are all not worth a farthing : 
I'll ſend them, if ſuch flow'rs you love, 
To fade in Covent Garden, 


XVI. 
Give me, inſtead of moſſy bow'rs, 
Sofas of Eaſtern pride _ 
I think good ſattin, wrought in flow' rs, 
Much fitter for a bride. 


D 2 
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XVII. 
In ſhort, Maria, tho' I long 
To ſee you more than ever; 
Believe me, I am ſtill fo young, 
So whimſical and clever ; 


XVIII. 


That J had rather quit my flocks, 
My herds, and ruſſet gown, 
T0 flirt it in a dear green box, 
And live in London town. 


XIX. 
I cannot talk to ſheep and cows ; | 
Lord ! how muſt Anna look ? 
Give me a flock of handſome beaus, 
I'Il watch them with a crook. 
xx. 
A crook—which ſhall the wand'rers guide, 
And bring them to my hand 
For, truſt me, that, with all their pride, 
They ſhall obey command. 


| J. 
A Youth, adorn'd with ev ry art 
To warm and keep the coldeſt heart, 
In ſecret, mine poſleſs'd : 
« The morning bud that faireſt blows, 
The cedar which ſo ſtately grows, 
His face and ſhape expreſs d. 


AND SELECT OCCASIONS. 207 
- 

£© In moving ſounds he told his tale, 
<« Soft as the ſighings of the gale, 

„ That wakes the vernal year— 
No wonder he cou'd charm with eaſe, 
< Whom happy nature form'd to pleaſe, 

„And ſenſe had made ſincere. 


1 
< How little did my vows prevail? 
Fate ſpread the long-love-ling'ring ſail, 
« And bid my charmer go: 
«© The ſun which ſaw that ſail when ſpread, 
„ Unpitying knew the tears I ſhed, 
And only mock'd my woe, 


4 


IV. 
4 From my fond arms too rudely torn, 
In tears my loſs I ſtill muſt own, 
„My hard and hapleſs fate: 
<«« Tears which muſt ever, ever fall, 
Till heay'n, indulgent, ſhall recal 
„This ſentence of my fate, 


L 5 5 V. 
<« For that bleſt hour I'll conſtant pray, 
* And court each melancholy day, 
« To ſhake the ling'ring ſand ; 
& And, in return, no fabled ſhe 
„In conſtancy ſhall rival me, 


« *Till he ſhall bleſs the land. 


„ Then 
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"i FL. 
i «© Then heav'n, propitious to my pray'r, 
it | «© To my laſt treaſure ſhew your cate, 
W « And place him on this ſhore : 
« To blefs his lateſt hour of life, 
% Make me his ever happy wife, 

« I never afk for more.” 


The WI S H. 85 = | 


H D I my wiſh, as ſure I might, 

If matters had.been manag'd right ; 
Though, ſecond thoughts—I can't repine, 
Since fortune is a friend of thine, 

And who knows too, but ſtill I may, | 
When honeſty ſhall come in play. oe 
When int'reſt ſhall forſake the earth, 

And friendſhip have a ſecond birth: 

When godlineſs ſhall be preferr'd 

To gold, e'en by the rev'rend herd — 
All this may never come to paſs ; 
Why then—T am but where I was. 
But, *till that-welcome day arrive, 
Which bids in hopes Maria live, 
Let me, awhile, in fancy know 
The joy of quitting London woe. 

Imagination ſhall make room, 

To bid the pleaſing proſpect come; 

Tx And thus, on waking dream intent, 

I I'll find a ſecond-hand content. | 

| My cot—the ſimpleſt of its kind, 

Shelter'd by hills from Scottiſh wind, 

Wh Should 


* 
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AND SELECT OCCASIONS. 


Should white as Alpine ſnows appear, 

To prove the innocence that's near. 

Like a fair neck above our ſtays, 

It ſhould be ſeen but by degrees : 

For pray, where is the fondeſt lover, 

If we each charm at once diſcover ? 
Boſom'd in tufted trees then ſee, 

At once, my pretty cot and me. 

"Tis on the ſunny ſide the hill, 

The bottom waſh'd by many a rill. 

Armies of bees, with humming ſong, 

'The parti-colour'd gardea throng ; 

Who whiſper, ſoon they'll make me thrive, 


By many a well-repleniſh'd hive, 
| Nay, more, they do it in return 
For ev'ry walk but ev'ry morn, 


I let them in my garden take, 


| Roving like any London rake ; 


Precipitate, from, hour to hour, 
To ev'ry aromatic flow'r. 
Some goody-dame, who now and then, 


Could tell me five and five make ten: 
And even that, or more or leſs, 


Should only happen but by gueſs.— 


Who, when ſhe ſees o'erflowing drains, 


Can wiſely hint to me, it rains.— 
Tells folks J am a wond'rous creature, 
A prodigy in human nature; 

Becauſe ſne ſees me, now and then, 
Striking my head, and bite my pen.— 


She ſhould, as lady ſteward, watch 


Ofer all beneath my royal thatch : 
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For ſure I am a queen at leaft, 


Who can forbid each idle gueſt, 


That fain would ope my ſilent door— 
Yet, with unbounded love, reſtore 

My welcome to ſome chearful friend, 
Who viſits— not with city end — 
But comes, like my dear honeſt Beſs, 


In hoſpitality's true dreſs. 


See how the gen'rous cow affords 


Her treaſures for our cream and curds. 
I never aſk'd her ſuch a gift; 


*Tis her own voluntary lift ; 


And, the reverſe of modern man, 


| Repeats her bounties when ſhe can. 


Here muſt I lug each penny forth, 


To get each penny's wretched worth : 
And when I fain would trace my ground, 
Where lettuces and roots abound ; 


And give the preference ſo due, 
As ever I ſhould, but for you—_ 


No ſays a noify dame, who cries, 
Through ev'ry ſtreet, her merchandize, 
Take it—or let it all alone— 


Oh! what a garden is this town! 
Where not one ſoul in twenty knows 


How cellery or endive grows. 


What crime have I, i'th' name of truth, 
| Committed in my early youth; 
That I'm thus doom'd, as well you ſee, 


To loſe my ſweeteſt liberty 


Have I, like Wilkes, wrote Forty-five ? 
Or Bingley—ftrangeſt fool alive ! 


Refus'd, 
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Refus'd, as is the world's ſuggeſtion, 
To anſwer ev'ry popiſh queſtion— _ 
No—]T, to gain the ſight of day, 
As ſaid poor Teague the other day, 
Would ſwear with ey'ry yes and no, 
To more—much more than I can know. 
See—tho' in fancy let me ſee 
"T'will, in ſome meaſure, ſoothe poor me 
How my dear lambs, as oft they do, | | 
Paſs in a kind of mixt review: _ | | 
For, mingled with the fleecy train, 
My chickens ftride the velvet plain ; 
Emblem of what, without pretence, 
Appear'd in days of innocence. 
5 My cellar, with home- liquor ſtor'd, 
N a Should imitate my frugal board. 
No purchas'd wines from foreign land 
Should on my humble table ſtand 
A joy, to many quite unknown, 
To ſay each bottle was my own. 
Sure, this is bliſs, if bliſs there be, 
And tho' the lot of you not me; 
Vet will I hope you may beſtow 
One wiſh of your's to make it ſo. 
See round each window, as a blind, i 
How the ſweet honeyſuckles bind, — 
And form a ſhade, at noon- day too, 
Which chintz and cotton cannot do. 
Where are your gay Venetian frames, 
The pride of court and city dames ! 
Give me the flaunting eglantine, 
The paſſion-low'r, ſo deckt! ſo fine 


| 
| 
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| 
| 
; 
| 
J 
, 
1 
= 
4 


Nature's 


Nature's perfum'd umbrellas theſe— 
And nature ſure muſt ever pleaſe. 
Behold ! or do I vainly dream ? 

The liquid lapſe of murm'ring flream— 
The filver ſlope of many a rill, 
Along that variegated hill, 

Where ever-greens, with roſes round, 
Chequer the too inchanted ground— 
The roſes fall and falling prove 

An emblem af our modern love: 
While the grave laurel ſtill remains, 
In ſpite of winter's ſnows and rains, 
And, a true emblem of the friend, 
Continues ſteady to the end. 

The diſtant ſpire one hardly ſees, 
For groves of venerable trees; 

Vet, guided by its ſolemn bell, 
Of ſome ſad nymph, perhaps, the knell, 
I trace it, and with pleaſure view, 

As ev'ry tomb ſure tells me true, 
That here, perhaps, and fide by ſide, 
Are bury'd piety and pride.— 

Here too, a love-ſick virgin lies, 
Next him who never knew the prize 
And penury, almoſt to want, 

Preſſes on wealth with many a taunt 2 
For here, in ſpite of gold or fame, 
We are, alas! but juſt the ſame, 


Remove me from this ſolemn ground, 


To where more cheerful accents ſound ; 


Where many a man, and many a maid, 


| In white ſimplicity array d. 
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Wich 
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With ſtep more lively there attend 
The marriage of ſome village friend. 
Hark ! how the wedding peal around 
Re-echoes o'er the daiſied ground 
The varied dance—the lover's ſong 
At laſt are all eſteem'd too long: 
For ſee the bridegroom ſide by fide, 
Enamour'd of his new-made bride, 
_ Longs for to have the ſtocking thrown, 
That they may ſooner be alone. 

From the next willow-weeping brook 
I draw, with many a choſen hook, 
The trout which I at noon intend 
To feaſt my long- expected friend, — 
Think, as it on the table lies, 
How oft I tell, with eagereſt eyes, 
Ihe tricks he play'd, the ſchemes he try d, 
To baffle all my angling pride; 
"Till, like a lover, he gave way, 
Forc'd to become an eaſy prey: 
For what can poſſibly withſtand 

'The magic of a female hand ? 
Te weſtern ſun, no longer red, 
Gives us the hint to teal to bed. 

Sweet ſleep of temperance t the fruit, 
Of ev'ry happineſs the root; 
Mingled with dreams of ſome good heart, 
Who takes our feeble ſex's part, 
Puſh on the nightly hand of time, 
Till the ſheep's bells begin to chime, 
As from their daiſied couch they turn, 
To crop the dainties of the morn ; 
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For while the dew-drops on the graſs 


Sparkle like gems or cryſtal glaſs, 
The fleecy train, no leſs than you, 
Gain health and delicacy too. 


Wak'd by the ſhepherd's ſimple note, 


Or Philomela's liquid throat, 
I enter conſecrated bow'rs, 
Enamell'd with a thouſand flow'rs ; 


And, looking up to heav'n, I ſay, 
Thanks for the bleſſing of the day _ 
Thanks for the treaſure of a friend 
A pleaſure which can never end! 
Thanks for the greateſt treaſure too, 


The wiſhes of a friend like you. 
Oh ! let us arm in arm explore 
F reſh beauties, never gueſt before; 


As thro? the various walks we 3 


Comparing with what oft we read: 


The nat'ral hiſtory of bees, 


Of fiſn who ſwarm the rills or ſeas ; ; 
Of ev'ry bird that wings the ſky, 


To the bright being of a fly: 
Of ev'ry-herb that ſips the dew ; 
Of ev'ry inſect, old or new. 


Till wrapt in contemplation ſweet, 


Of philoſophic minds the treat; 


We quit this ſublunary earth, 
And feel a kind of ſecond birth, 


8 Unknown to mercenary minds, | 


And which, alone, the happy finds. 


Who can, like you—perhaps, like me, 


In hour of lweet luwplicity, 


Shut 
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Shut againſt pomp and pride the door, 
And cry—Be happy, and be poor. 


„ E. 
S I praiſe my Philly's eyes, 

Her mouth, and ev'ry blooming grace; 
The peeviſh baggage ſtill replies, 

T hate ſuch flatt'ry to my face. 
- 1 

If fo, my charmer, tell me why | 
Whole hours you at the toilet paſs— 
Lou plainly ſee, dear girl, that 1 
| Agree exactly with your glaſs, 


ECH O, a Dialogue. 

| 8 W EE T Goddeſs, who, in clefted rocks, 
> Dwell amongſt herds and ſimple flocks, 
Tell how my fair one I may gain ? 


Anſwer * Gain. 
But ſhe may haply chance to be 


Of gen'rous mind, a different ſhe 
One who deſpiſes gold, perhaps 


Anſwer. Perhaps ſ 
Lord! how you doubt the general ſex— 


Your anſwers puzzle and perplex. 
Tell me, how ſhall I make her loye ? 


Anſwer, L 0ove. 
| But 
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But will affection always burn, 


And give an equal true return? 
How ſhall I bring my lips to do it ? 


Anſwer. Do it. 


Vet do I hate a glimpſe of light ; 
1 ſwear it, by this moon-ſhine night— 


1 could not bear to loſe a ſmile. 


Anſwer. I mile. 


Come, prithee, Echo, be my friend, 


And let us ſoon the matter end : 
If not, on the cold earth I'll lie, 
Anſwer, e ou ye, 


And never think of comfort more 
Adieu! what pleaſures paſt before 
How ſhall I find a cure to love 5 


Anſwer, EY ITI wo love. 


Death i is the only cure 1 know— 


Ring my ſad knell, to end my woe— 


Adieu! life—friendſhip—then, love—all— 


Anſwer. Then love all. 


| Veg 8 thoughts IU live to for 


Some ſmall revenge, my remedy— 
The love for woman has no end. 
| Anſwer, No end, 


Tis, at the beſt, a vain purſuit— - 


Echo, farewel— women are deep. 


Anſwer, Deep. 


Their 
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Their cunning, henceforth | I'Il deſpiſe, 
Nor be a ſlave to lips and eyes? | 
Woman I ſee is not the thing. 
= Anſwer, The thing, 


= The female Auction. 

| A® I return'd from Hyde-park air, 
L croſt, by chance, St. James's Square; 

There, at a certain door, I ſpy'd | 

A Perſian carpet ſpreading wide; 

A ſilver-headed pole beſpoke, 

That my ſuſpicion was no joke 

For, as I did ſuſpect, above 

Was a fine auction—d1d for love; 

Whether you chuſe to buy or not, 

So ſaid the paper of each lot? 

I look'd around a ſpacious room, 

Well cupulod with gilded dome; 

And whiſp'ring to a neighbouring dame, 

Who ſeem'd bewilder'd full the ſame; 

I aſk'd, where lay the precious things 

The watches, plate, enamell'd rings, 

The ſeals and trinkets debonair, 

So much the objects of the fair; 

I ſaw no beakers of japan, 

Nor double well-diſſembled fan, 

Nor nodding Bramin with his pike, 

Bowing to every ſoul alike ; 

I look for tall Pagodas too? 

In vain, no ſuch appear'd in vier; 

Stay, ſays my neighbouring female friend, 

Haye patience and like me, attend | 5 

| The 


* 
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The treaſures of this chamber lie 
In a ſmall compaſs—will you buy ? 
For *ere the auctioneers begin 


To ſet their wig and ſtroke the chin = 


I can, before-hand, tell you how 
Each article, or high, or low, 


Will be exhibited to view; 
Sit down, and J will tell you true. 


In that ſmall box, mark'd with a ©; | 


Is the whole Sex's conſtancy ; 
I warrant, twenty times at leaſt, 
It has been ſet up for the beſt, 


But not a ſoul would bid a Souſe / 


T was the worſt drug in all the houſe; 
: Put up, laid down, put up again, 
They found the ſale was all in vain : 
For ev'ry lady ſneering, ſaid _ 
It was old-faſhion'd—a thing dead; 
And what no lady of bon ton 
Would ever value one pound one: 


In that, which like a pill-box ſeems, 


Sure the poor fooliſn broker dreams 
For how can he expect a ſale ? 
Tis love—long ſince a worn-out tale; 
Seal'd up, to make it better go, 


With conjugal affection too? 5 
What lady, now beneath the ſky, 
Would half an ounce of patience buy ? 


Patience! that virtue old as Adam, 
The toad of every London madam ; 
 No—had there been a fon of ſpirit, 


Such as court-ladies all inherit ; 
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I will engage, there had been buyers ! 
The very dames of country ſquires, 
Would ſcarce for patience pay a ſhilling, 
Fen in the honey-moon of billing. 
No! ſpirit, ſpirit's all the mode, 
We hate dull patience like a toad. 

But, as you ſeem a ſtranger here, 
Juſt follow me by tother ſtair; 
There you ſhall ſee and hear enough— 
None of your antiquated ſtuff. 

A room appear'd of gothic ſize, 
The cieling braving to the ſkies ; 
Rows of bright dames in order fat, 
And not without their private chat ; 
That to a ſtranger would appear, 

As tho” old Babel's tow'r was near. 

Now!] not an article but ſold, 
1 Each purſe, ſtill, glitt'ring with new gold; 
No matter what the broker's price is, 
This pattern's good, this china nice is; 
My huſband's an induſtrious man, 
He'll pay the purchaſe if he can; 
If not ! my lord no matter who 
Will clear me without more ado. 

But, ſee ! how quick the private trade 
Goes off to ev'ry wife or maid ; 
A Recipe—tho' but in part, 
To break an honeſt huſband's heart; 
| Sells for a thouſand pounds you ſee ! 
Who'd be without ſuch Recipe ? 
As the advantage is ſo great, 
A ſecond huſband— freſh eftate ; 

F No 
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No purchaſe ſurely can be much, 
Such early happineſs to touch. 

In ſhort, and not grow tedious too, 
The broker had enough to do; 
Pride ſold, at leaſt full cent per cent, E 
For more than tother day in Lent. 
Mock-jealouſy for ladies nice, 
Bore too a moſt uncommon price; 
For a court-lady ev'ry day, 
Who wiſhes but to go aſtray ; 
Has not a ſurer card to throw, 
| Than to be jealous, firff you know. 
*T were endleſs to deſcribe the reſt, 
In general—all ſold for the beſt ; 
For ſcarce a ſingle lot remains, 
Which would be worth your journey's pains. 
So now ſubſcribing me your friend, 
My letter and my auction end. 
P. S. Our news and politics together, 
Are changing daily like the weather; 
Like bells in country ſteeple nigh, 
Sometimes ſound low, at others high : 
Juſt as the winds of party blow, 
He who knows moſt, ſeems leaſt to know. 
In ev'ry alley, ev'ry ſtreet, 
Some odd upholſterer we meet, 
Who plagues us with a © what's the news 25 8 
I ſtill in filence, court the muſe; 
Indifferent who, or when or where, 
Fills the late Speaker's gouty chair; 
Who governs all the cloſet-wheels, 
Who tales, or who reſigns the ſeals ;, 


In 
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In ſhort! fo Il can cloſe the day, | 
Without a wiſh that goes aſtray ; „ 
And like yourſelf, can keep the friend 
Still firm, and conſtant to the end. 
Pm happy as a bard can be, 
In noiſe and nonſenſe without thee. 


wt E. 
5 f J. 
12 my heart the other day, 
For we have often much to ſay, 
More than the world ſhall Know; 
1 Why, in the name of heaven and fate, 
LY Do you thus flutter ſo of late? 
= And fill my mind with woe. 
From ſolid reaſons, I can prove 
The cauſe is not as once—ſad love, 
For one who lights my heart: 
That dream, thank heaven ! is long ſince paſt, 


Full twenty moons I bid my laſt 
Adieu and choſe to part. 


þ © 
Do ſatisfy my longing wiſh, » - 
No longer cty out phvv and pyh, 
Indeed I burn to gueſs ; 
For if you will but tell a part, 
I till will thank my honeſt heart, 
For loving me no leſs. 


— e——_ 
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IV. 


Why then ! to ſpeak the honeſt truth, 


I pity your ſo eaſy youth, 
That ne'er ſuſpects a wrong. 
So when I flutter, *tis to arm 


Your heart againſt ſome coming harm, 


From hands for you too ſtrong. 
V's 


Whene'er I ſee a flatt'rer near, 


1 flutter till I teach you fear, 


Which fear is your beſt friend: 


And when I find you ſhun the ſnare, 
I cry, 'tis me who took the care, 


Or woe had been her end. 
. 


5 When eager to defend a cauſe, 


I know is wrong to gain applauſe, 
Which girls too often do: 
J flutter then with double haſte, 
You drop the ſubjeQ—all is paſt, 
What praiſe is not your due ? 


: VII. 
Thus I endeavour, ev'ry hour, 
To ſhew my love, and prove my pow'r, 
O'er minds, like your's, ſo free; 
Then do not blame me that I burn, 
And flutter ev'ry night and morn, 
Ti ill you are bleſt like me. 


ODE. 
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O . 
I. 

T HE golden wretch, who lays his head 

On Perſia's rich embroider'd bed, 

In mock of eaſtern pride; 
Gives me ſome comfort when he cries, 
I cannot cloſe my weary eyes, 

And turns from ſide to fide. 


II. 


When, on his daily table, you 

Each far-fetch'd, dear-bought dainty view, 
To give his ſoul delight: 

Alas | next minute, you may hear, 


What between hope or ſinking fear, 


Where is my appetite ? ” 


Fo III. | 
Yet I—poorT ! on pallet ſtretcht, 
The teſter of that bed too thatcht, 

Sleep and forget my care 
And when my humble board is ſpread, 
In gratitude I bow my head, 

And reliſh ev'ry fare. 


IV. 

Then what are riches but to prove, 
They cannot purchaſe e'en that love, 
Which ev'ry ſhepherd gains: 

No wonder, ſpite of all I ſay, 
The wealthy ever miſs the way; 
True love conſiſts in pains, 


* 
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v. 
Yes ! we muſt feel much ſorrow too, 
Ere we can win the nymph we woo— 
Griefs, which, at length, will pleaſe : : 

The rich, who hate a moment's pain, 
Will never real pleaſure gain, 
Or know ſuch joys as theſe. 


VI. 
No happineſs will, only, dwell 
In ſhepherd's hut, and hermit's cell, 
Such as I have in view: _ 
And, if the ſopha won't give reſt, 
Nor dainties to the taſte a zeſt, 
I'm happieft of the two. 


Then keep your gilded roofs yourſelves, 

Ye money- getting, mole- like elves, 
Who blindly ſtrive fot bliſs - 

Money, when we are ſatisfied, 


Is uſeleſs traſh, and nought beſide, 


Nor worth an haflot's kiſs. 


"Er N--..- 


e 7 

For oh ! I know ye cannot buy 
The treaſure of one real ſigh, 

Such as I him will give, 
Who, ſpite of endleſs fate, goes on, 
In that kind way he firſt begun, 

And bids Maria live. 
EE Not 
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IX. 

Not live —as citizens would ſay, 

With ill-cramm'd tables, twice a-day,! 
Unknoyn to love and me: 

No— in two ſingle wards he'll join, 

All that I wiſh to add to mine, 

| ce Be happy,” and “ B- free.” 


SAPPHIC ODE. 
ne 
Hen. thrice happy, is the maid, 
Who, diſtant from the town, 
Can call, as ne'er by love betray'd, 
Each hour her own. 


. IL 
Poſſeſſing ſtill her virtuous heart, 
And looking down on man; 
At length, ſhe'll baffle all their art, 


Do what they can. 


Knowing the force of innocence, 
_ She'll wander without fear; | 
And ſhould ſhe want to call up ſenſe, 
Lis ever near. 
| IV. 
She hears of London's ſtately dames, 
Who barter peace for woe; 
And, tho' ſhe will not tell their names, 
Knows it is ſo. 


At 
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| | V. 
At early morn ſhe ſweeps the dew, 
To find the milk-ſwoln cow ; 


At eve, the walks where turtles coo, 


On ey ry bough. 
N 
Do what ſhe will go where ſhe pleaſe, 
Fair joy purſues the dame : 


Oh! London can you boaſt ſuch eaſe ? 


Or half the ſame. 
VII. | 
No— they look back and back again, 
On innocence now loſt ; 


But all their ſighing is in vain— | 


Vain is the coſt. 
vm. 


Like traces on the furrow'd deep, 


It is not to be found; 


Juſt like a ſceptre graſp'd 1 in ſleep, 
Or fancy's round. 


IX. 


Waking, you feel the ſad deceit, 


Void as your hand before: 


Too late, you find it all a cheat - 


"Tis all no more. 
X. 


5 Then keep your golden innocence, 


Ye virgins, and be wiſe ; 


Unleſs the. bride will recompence, 


And pay the prize. 
| Then 
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1 
Then will you not repent too late, 
That you have ſtay'd ſo long — 


Remember, girls, and meditate, 
| On this my ſong, 


4 XII, 
A ſong which ever will be true, 
In country or in town; 
And ſo— without more words— adieu F 
J am your own. | 


E IAT. 
On Miſs F —ů RR. 
HEN E fleep the relidts of a broken heart, 
Who lov'd too much, and this was all her crime 
Could ſhe have play'd the common female art, 
She might have liv'd, and happy, to this time. 


II. 
But the, alas ! cou'd never tell her love 
True love is filent, as is real grief— 
Thoſe who can either tell, will early prove, 
That utterance will always give relief. 
| | | III. | 
Then learn, alas ! from my ſad hapleſs fate, 
To ſhun love's fatal, ever fatal, ſnare— 
Or, if you can't—at leaſt, your tale relate, 
Leſt you, too late, repent, and meet me wand 4 
G e 2. DD. tf 
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IV. 
And why not claſp, at once, a corſe like mine? 
Pull off your robes— put on your winding ſheet 
For if your love has ever equall'd mine, 
Why ſhould not two ſuch hapleſs lovers meet ? 


75 Mr. Wilkes, with a Preſent of a Sword. not, on his 
Birth-day. 


1 T HAT lire is ſtill alive, 

„We owe to Wilkes and Forty-fiue. 
“And, thanks to Ghnr's unceaſing pains, 
«© No longer Britain ſhakes her chains. 

4 Chains— which have truly gall'd us more 
<« Than thoſe of faves who tug the oar ; 
And, but for ſome good friend, like thee, 
Give up all hopes of liberty 
% For nought, but miracles, can fave 
«© The Britiſb or the galley ſlave: 
% And, *till we all were fo befriended, 
© We thought that miracles were ended, 
« Women, of all the human kind, 
L eaſt brook reſtriction of the mind; 
“ For, e'en in matrimony too, 
„ We ſtill have liberty in view. 
„Think, but, how matters ſtood before; 
« A meſſenger cou'd burſt my door 
e Seize all my idle works — nay, read em, 
« And through an idler city ſpreadꝰ em. 
Sweet ſituation ] thus to ſee 
« My ſimple works, and ſimpler me, 
60 Expos'd to ev'ry Fact of ſpite, 
Who never knew to read or write, 


« A few 


— A te ee It ets tes 4 a 
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« A few for ſo the ſcriptures ſay, 

«© Could have preſerv'd, another day, 

A city from that dreadful fate, 

„ Which ev'ry ſchool-boy can relate: 
<< But there, alas! they cou'd not find * 
* One man of uncorrupted mind 

© So down the city fell they ſay - 
Which we lament this very day— 

«© Becauſe, indeed, the cafe was hard! 
c Not one juſt man! ſearch ev'ry ward 

©& Tho' hundreds would pretend it too, 2 
& There— well as here, ſir,. — entre nous. 

«© Thrice happy Britain, which can boaſt 
One upright patriot tho' at moſt—_ 

: Who could preſerve us in the day 

E- Of danger, and of dread diſmay. 

| „is hence we breathe the vital atr, 
And move and ramble here and there ; 

« Who, otherwiſe, in durance vile, 

„ Might now be ſighing aye the while, 

In ſome vile priſon— for the Tow'r 

Is kept for men of rank and pow'r. 

* Oh! liberty— thou greateſt boon, 
More worth than all beneath the maon, 

„ How hall I fix thy countleſs price? 
The brilliant, ſet with art ſo nice, 
That, once, on Pitt's apparel ſhone, 
And now all glitters on a throne, 

_ « Ts, poor in value to the worth _, 

Ol liberty on Britiſh earth. 
„The gold of Mexico— Peru 
„And all that either India knew, 
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& Would, in my mind, but ill repay 
The bondage of a ſingle day. 

Then what, alas! can ever prove, 
© Except a nation's endleſs love, 
A ju/t reward for all you feel, 
ce In pity to the common-weal— 
“ Who, but for Wilkes and Forty-five, 
Cou'd hardly ſtile themſelves alive: 
“ For bondage is a living death 
Don't tell me of a loſs of breath 
That is a general releaſe, 
Where all our pains and ſorrows ceaſe ; 
<« And truly may be call'd, d'ye ſee ? 
„ FThe eſſence of true liberty. 
„And now, to end my tale — you ſee— 
E Accept this ſword-knot, due from me 
6 My works, as ſcandal is the word, 
* May want your tongue — perhaps, your ſword.” 


% The two firſt lines of this _ were worked on the 
fword-knot, 


9 hk: - 

HE countleſs drops, each April morn, 

« Which ſpangle on the dew-bent thorn ; 
& If ſhe knew all, would faintly prove 
* The tears I ſhed for her I love. 

= | 
e The ſighs, now mingled with the-wind, 
Were ev'ry hour to her confin'd ; 
gut cruel winds can never move 


« The cauſe— for, oh! the cauſe is love. 10 
46 
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| III. 
6c Tf happineſs her ſteps attend, | 
III quit the lover for the friend; 
& Till then ! my heart ſhall never rove, 
« For ſpite of friendſhip, ſtill I'll love. 


IV. 
«© Then! teach her heav'n, to know her ſtate, 
< And not to ruſh on ſudden fate; 
ce Perhaps! ſome worthier may approve, 
% Prove that—and Þ'll reign my love.” 


5 
I. 0 
6 8 E E T deceiver of my heart! 
„ Practiſe ſtill, thy pleaſing art! 
« My bliſs, alaſs ! will equal prove, 
% Make me but believe you love. 


IT. 


cc Sweet is the roſe's vernal bloom 

«© Sweet is the April morns' perfume ; 

e Sweet are the minſtrels of the grove ! 

„ But ſweeter ſtill, the voice of love. 
III. 

« Then—let me hear thoſe words again, 

Which ſaid—Be happy! not in vain, 

« A prophet is Maria grown, 

„For I am happier than I own.” 


ODE, 


46 
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. 
55 


& 85 nymph with + ae love poſſeſs'd, 


Such as no tongue can ſay, 
Upbraids the hours delay, 

And wiſhes—but to eaſe her breaſt— 
The cloſe of ev'ry day :— 


Haſte ! haſte ! ye hours are all her ſong, 


And wonders—wondetrs—moments are fo long. 
. 
But let her heart be bleſt in love, 
And happy as before; 
She chides the flut'ring hour, 


Whole days—ſhe cries | like moments prove, 


In ſpight of reaſon's power 


In vain | with time the fault we find 


Ah! blame not Eine, but blame the love- ſick mind. 


MS Billot-doux. 
. 0 W oft! with greedy rapture have I 8 
On each dear accent of thy lovely tongue — 


How eager ! liſten'd all the live-long day, 


And gaz'd in filence—all my ſoul away ; 
Language to love, tho' mutual fear denies, 


Lovers can read it in each other's eyes. 


VVV 
1 Nnuenber-d nymphs "I lately claim d, 
The love-ſick Poet's fancy; N 
Each card his fav'rite ſhe has nam'd, 
His Kitty, Sal, or Nancy; 
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But none as. yet have made a theme | | 
Of her I ſhall diſcover; 

Nor prais'd the various charms that beam, 
From pretty Polly Glover. 

IT. 
Her face's charms the more adorn, 

The virtues of her mind; 

Sweet as the health-beſtowing morn, 
And as it's breezes kind ; 

Survey her graces all around, 
Where cupids ſunk in clover ; 


And fay, where ſuch another's found, 
As pretty Polly Glover. | 
HI, 
Let miſers dark, increaſe their ſtore, 
Gay fops love dreſs and faſhion ; 
Let ſoldiers fight for little more, 
And patriots for their nation 
Dame Fortune will J only move, 
To bleſs a conſtant lover, 
And fill my arms with her J love, 
In pretty Polly Glover. 


| 0 D „ 
I, 


6c How. . the infant! while ws with; it's toys 
e In prattle it paſſes the day; 
« Poſleſs'd of een this tis the height of its joy, 


Nor laments, but when hinder'd of play. 


6 Sweet 
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II. 
c Sweet innocence ſmiles on it's ſun-Imiling face, 
*© And bright joy fits inthron'd on it's heart; 
<< Each infantine action's adorn'd with a grace, 
1 All unſullied by envy or art. 


III. 
No paſſion conviilſes it's delicate mind, 
<«« 'Thro' a dread of the paſt, or to come; 
% No malice a ready aſylum can find, 
« For content is her ſweet harveſt-home. 


IV. 

ec Thus, no care can diſturb her ſweet i innocent breaſt, 

« As noguilt on it's vitals can prey ; 

© Unconſcious ! it ſinks into angel-like reſt, _ 

"<6 And then WHERE" but to {mile and to play. 

c Oh! you gods—who would wiſh then, alas! ! to be man? 
<« Or, to manhood e'er wiſh to aſpire; 

« Since the lot, which by wiſdom we daily would plan, 
Is, at beſt | | but uneaſy deſire. 


VI. 
« Then, when malice and en vy, and rage ſhall combine 
« To imbitter, and give us to pain ; 
& How oft, tho' too late ſhall we deeply repine, 
„ And een wiſh to be children again.“ 


Oo 8 E, On Friendſhip, 
NY 
cc V. 8 friendſhip only guides my den, 
„And tunes my voice to ſing; 3 
„ Friendſhip ! the greateſt gift to men, 


« Ofev'ry bliſs the ſpring ! 6 L 
* 2 * 
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| TS 
«« Let this mild paſſion gild our days, 
« And ſmooth liſe's rugged road; 
& Such, as ſtill ſhuns the courtiers ways, 
&« And paſles his abode. 


III. 
6 Yes! pure as the ætherial flame, 
„ That lights the lamps above; 
« Pure as the angel's thoughts from blame, 
« Or, as the infant's love. 
| 1 IV. 
No ſelfiſh paſſion gnaws the breaſt, 


„Where friendſhip builds her ſeat ; 
60 Benevolence there ſtands confeſt 


And pleaſures, pleaſures meet. 
. 
„ Abaſh'd at the ſuperior rays 
« Of friendſhip's heav'n- born name, 
« Envy itſelf muſt learn to praiſe, 
«© And malice ceaſe to blame. 
VI. 
“ From her diſcourſe inſtruction flows, 
« Adorn'd in native ſmiles; 
A friendly heart no flatt'ry Knows, 
* And ſcorns the courtier's wiles. 
=. 
„Oh! may this bleſſing ill attend, 
e And all your footſteps guide; 
6 Nor want the pilot of a friend, 
« Thro' life's uncertain tide, 


II ee When 
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= VIII. 
«© When ſwift-wing'd time ſhall ſtamp with years, 
Deep ſorrow on thy brow ; ; 


Reflection ſhall afford no fears, 


&« Your inmoſt heart to know. 
. IX. ” 
« Nay ! &en when death, with keeneſt dart, 
„ Shall level at thy breaſt ; | 
«© Joyous from life you may depart, 
And mingle with the bleſt.“ 
89 K 
J. 5 


40 8 EE T friend! and dear lover, adieu 1 


Not leſs too — by nature ally d; 


Together in friendſhip we grew— 


$6 Ah! OP we _ had «og 
II. 
For thy | faith well reſembl'd my own, 
© And thy heart too, Was ſpotleſs and true; 


Fet, now am I left but to moan, 


oh And to bid to thy virtue, adieu 
III. 
«« What bliſs can hereafter be mine? 
Een ſuppoſe I your image ſhould ſee . 


| Cc To his boſom I ne er can incline, 


« Leſt again | I ſhould loſe him, like thee— 


IV. 
40 Tho- che muſes mould bleſs my weak art, : 
% And tho' honour and fortune ſhould join; 


4 Since death has deny'd me your part, 


What bliſs can hereafter be mine. 
« Oh! 


AND SELECT OCCASIONS. 51 
V. 
D Oh! moſt injur d of lovers, farewel a 
« Thy grave with ſad oſiers III bind —- 
In that grave will my heart ever dwell, 
« Tho' my body remains ſtill behind. 
5 . 
„Each morning I'll ſteal to his tomb, 
And moiſten his duſt with my 1 ; 
„ Methinks I can hear him ſay, come! 
« See! then—ſhe whom you lov'd bo, appears, 


Lf | PO 
* Yes! ſhe means to deſert the vain croud, 
_ «. Who affections like mine, but pretend; 
Then wrap me but once in thy ſhroud, 
„Till that day will my tears know no end.“ 


. 
I. 
6 8 what planet prythee ſay, 
Is wretched woman born? 
Here we are bid to love to day, 
And there, to-morrow, ſcorn. 
FF 
“ Treated, as if unfit to chuſe, 
«© Nor e' en allow'd a part; 
*© Whom to accept, or to refuſe, 
In that ſame prize a heart. 
TT TY 
«© We're curb'd like any head-ſtrong beaſt, 
„And all our wiſhes bridled— 
60 Born, all our youth, to be oppreſt, 
„ Or be by ſome- one wheedled. 
1 But 


52 POEMS ON VARIOUS 
IV. 
«© But een the privilege they boaſt, 
„ We women never ſhare ; 
6c Your gen'rous ſteeds can fly, at moſt, Top 
The cruelty they fear. 


V. 
«© The dog his maſter may forſake, 
„ Yet not his worth impair 8 
& 'The horſe his boaſted rider ſhake, 
«© And leave him in deſpair. 
VI. : 
< But if poor woman ſhall contrive 
Her guardian to forſake, 
_ « She muſt in endleſs ſcandal live, 
Her part no friend will take. 


VII. | 
„Into worſe miſchiefs, than ſhe fled, 
« She muſt ſubmit to fall : 
Her ſex deſpiſe— the men her dread— 
 # This— this is worſe than all. 
vu. 
Her only comfort 4s the grave, 
For there, indeed, at laſt, 8 
_ © She may that only quiet have, 
* . „% Which ſhould heal all the paſt,” 


A Fares 
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A Fartwel to the . Militia. 
G AIN I ſtand a candidate for bays, 
Again invoke the muſe's fav'rite lays ! 
Oh! fay— unſung ſhall ev'ry ſorrowing fair 
Breath out a ſigh— or drop the pearly tear? 
And tho' no name is whiſper'd to the wind, 
Does therefore Stella leſs confuſion find? 
Eaſy her grief by common minds is gueſt, 
While one, alone, ſtands viſibly. confeſt 
The pride of all See conſcious bluſhes ſtain 
Each virgin cheek thro' —— verdant plain. 
All wiſh in private — for I know each heart, 
To keep the whole, while I but wiſh a part— 
af Sure I ſhall that, at leaſt, by time poſſeſs, 
| Who ftrives for more, deſerves to have him Jels, 
For him the matron wiſh'd to be ſixteen, 
Forget her morning hymn— her pray'r at &en— 
For him, the coated miſs, tho? all in vain, 
Sigh'd to be woman— and to join the train, 
But now he's gone, aſſemblies ſtrike no more, 
Nor ev'ning walks along the —— ſhore : 
Alas! no more does 8 rooms look gay, 
Nor the lamps make an artificial day : 
No more the torch blaze in our dazzled fight, 
Nor joyous tapers uſher in the night. 

No muſic charm us with its chearful ſound, 
Nor the floor tremble with the dancers bound. 
The ſhuffling cards no more our thoughts invade, 
Nor flatt'ry charm the yet unthinking maid. | 

Like poor Othello, I am left to mourn 
The trumpet's loſs, the intermingled horn; 


The 
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The plumed chief, the cannon from afar, 


All pomp all pride= all cireurnſtance of war: 


We ladies - me the chief are all undone 
Alas ! poor S=—— occupation gone. 
OS E. 
ce 8 TELL A, why, tho' all in vain, 
„Do you ftrive to welcome pain? 
In my abſence you wou'd know, 
«© When I wander, when I woo. 
«© Nay, to poiſon ev'ry bliſs, 
«© Yor would know but ey'ry kiſs, 
<< Which my ever-gallant turn 
Spreads around from morn to morn. 
Letters cruelly recite 
e Secrets which ſhould ſhun the light 3 
« When your wand'rer ſhall return, 
And he feels your boſom burn; 
<« Burn with the joy it did before, 
„When I but enter'd Stella's door. 
Then if he the tale relates, 
Of one that loves— and one that hates 
It will heighten all your joys, 
„When you find your former prize 
_ «« Safe within your happy arms, 
<< Free from dangers, free from harms. 
% And when by certain ſigns you prove, 
All his hanging was but love; 
« To ſee, alas! if he could find 
<< Such another gen'rous mind. 
„Thus the traveller, who ſees 
© Coſtly houſes - palaces— 
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< Tir'd, he hopes the hour will come, . 
«< That he ſhall gain his fimple home; 
M8 Where, in one moment, he receives 
_« True bliſs, and then— then only, lives. 


0 D E. 
"8 T E LL me, why do I deſcry 
A pearly drop in either eye ? 
< Muſt I, by your filence, know, 
„ *Tjs, alas ! for others' woe 
„ Time, alas | has often ſhown, 
That you never weep your own. 
I have hourly tears at will 
« Oh! let mine the meaſure fill 
_ © Lave, like mine, is ever loth ; 
I haye tears enough for both. 
« Keep your own for diſtant days; 
Care will vex a thoufand ways: 
„Then your heart, indeed, may moan 
«* Sorrows that will be your own. 
„Now rather let your heart beguile 
« Each dimpling cheek into a -ſmile— 
Such as may, ſtill, make believe, 
„Jou have yet a heart to give. 
* While you weep, and ſeem fo croſs'd, 
IJ muſt think your heart is Joſt ; 
“ And fain I'd flatter my poor mind, 
ce Stella i is not ſo unkind, . 
As, in earneſt, to beſtow it, 
While, in jeſt alone, know it, 


e Give 
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B ce Give it thus but ev'ry day, 
f I'll be content, and ſing and play; 
c Pleas'd to think I keep the gem, 
« While the caſe is but for them.“ 


A Poem, on ſeeing the Convent at Liſle, where Col. Roſs 
and Douglaſs died, after the Battls of Fontenoy. 


1. 

g CA, Marcate “, ſhall not thine illuſtrious name 

1 T For ever grace the fair hiſtoric page? 
For ever glorious thy recorded fame, 

1 Shine forth to each ſucceeding gen'rous age. 
bi „% oi 
Thrice happy nun, within whoſe frozen arms 

The heav'n-born hero took his heav'nly flight, 
Grim death would ſeize on ev'ry beaming charm, 

Veiling his blooming days in endleſs night. 


3 ; 
Oh death ! muſt youth and beauty be thy prey, 
While ling'ring on the tedious bed of pain, 
Or foremoſt. in the battle's fierce array, 
Pale mis'ry ſeeks thy aid, alas! in vain. 
I. 
Euch gen'rous Briton that ſhall paſſing view 
Theſe walls, a tear ſhall never ceaſe to yield, 
Io the brave Roſs and gallant Douglaſs due, 
| Who fell in fatal Fontenoy's hapleſs field. | 


. . D a 2 
- ma 
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Ne name of the * Cel. Raſs ditd in, two miles 
from Liſle, | 


Douglas 


A 
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ä 
Douglaſs the mortal wound did firſt receive, 
While Roſs, repentant at the deadly ſight, 
Douglas,* he cry'd, by me thou dieſt, forgive 
INE friend, who urg'd thee to this feht. 
VI. 
I thank thee, Roſs, th? expiring Douglaſs cry d, 
T was thou that did the gallant thought ſupply, 
To bring me to this field, and 'tis my pride, 
That in my deareſt country's cauſe I die. 


N 
Let friendſhip then thy kindred ſoul beguile, 
For mine, ſaid Roſs, awhile, alas | to ſtay; 
Oh ! let thy Roſs ſuſpend thy flight awhile, 
And ſoar with thee to realms of endleſs day. 


VIII. 
He faid— and, with uncommon courage ſteel'd, 
To avenge the luckleſs youth's untimely end, 
He brav'd the utmoſt fury of the field, 
And fell a victim to his hapleſs friend. 


| IX. 
Who would not wiſh to expire with love of fame, 
Like Douglaſs, on his gallant friend to bleed? 
For ſure the ſouls of all in battle ſlain, 
To heav'nly paradiſe will ſtrait proceed. 


* Col. Roſs going by the way of Oſtend, met with Col. 
Douglaſs, where he then was, who hearing of Roſs's en- 
gagement, went a V. alunteer to Fontenoy, where he met his 
death, | | 


I ODE. 
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3 
I. 
E AD, gentle youth, theſe artleſs lines, 
An honeſt heart to prove; 
Tune ev'ry line, make ev'ry ſtrain, 
In harmony with love. 


II. 
Soon as the Eaſt's beſpingled ray 
Bias flatt' ring fancy fly, 
To you I dedicate the day, 
For you I fondly ſigh. 


III. 
If to the ck mead I rove, 
Where bleats the plaintive ewe, 


Soft tender pangs my boſom move, 
My boſom pants for you. 


If to the diſtant field I ſtray, 
Where ſing the feather'd mate; 
Emblem of bliſs, with you I pray, 
The happy, happy ſtate. 


V. 
| If to the flent grove Pm led, 
| When ſtudy is my view; 
1 As philoſophic ground I tread, 
1 My ſtudy's all on you. 


When 
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"T3". 
When ſleep her fairy train employs, 
Still haunts the pleaſing theme ; 
But grant, dear youth that real joys 
Interpret ev'ry dream. 


An Invitation to a Gentleman to Tea. 


; 


M Y friend ſets me a pleaſing taſk, 

She begs a boon of you I'll aſk ; 

And if from all engagements free, 

We hope your company to tea ? 

ls. 

Prithee, Alonzo, don't refuſe, 

Nor think of making one excuſe : 

I pray you, let me not in vain 

The paper's native whiteneſs ſtain, | 
oo 


In vain don't let this * colour ſpeak 


'The bluſh that's painted on my cheek : 


Beſides, Vol begs you'll not deny, 
On ebe een 8 wings to fy. -- 


ONE 7 

She bids me ſay, it is a taſk, 
For gen'rous minds, alas] to aſk ;' 
Worſe yet, to have our ſuit deny'd, 


Or granted with contempt and pride. 


* It was wrote in red ink. 


I 2 
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Nothing of this ſhe has to fear, 


The good Alonzo we aſk here? 
Could ſhe ſuppoſe he would refuſe, 


If beauty thus a favour ſues. 


VI. 
To verſify, methinks, I'm rude, 
But, begging pardon, I conclude : 
One favour more I pray, preſent 
To Zanger ev ry compliment. 


ELEGIES of the HEART. 


1 E 1 T KL 
Would not loſe the heart I hold 
% For all that Mexico e'er gave : 


What are Peruvian mines of gold, 


„ Compar'd to him I think I have? 


Il. 


& For ſtill the love-ſick mind will pleaſe 


* Herſel?, no rival will appear : 
& Alas! the roſe we ſmell at eaſe, 5 
Too oft has has thorns and briars near. 


III. 
6 Oft do I wiſh he would betray 
Rather myſelf, than other ſhe; | 
“The ſooner would appear that day, 
«© The happier far— far happier me! 


«For 
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IV. e 
„For then my heart I might recal, 
_ «© Ere my repentance were too late: 
„Nov he poſſeſſes but my all 
Nor do ] ſtrive one thought to bate. 


V. 
No niggard I— when Ella gives, 
5 dhe credits, like the riſing ſun— 
6 Indiff”rent, ſo the earth receives 
His bleſſings, how his race is run. 
| VI. 
& Yet from the world, tho” I deſpair 
LA glimpſe of gratitude to find; 
„Him I'll except from theſe, and ſwear, 
«© There is but one ſuch heav'nly mind. 
„ UnrivalPd till he ſhines alone, 
And I, in ſecret, too am bleſs'd : 
For he declares him proud to own, 
„No woman ſuch a heart poſleſ:'d. 


VIII. 
“ Congenial hearts muſt then unite; 
„Who ſhall oppoſe ſuch ſweet deſign ? 
<« Fate, do thy worſt— for death ſhall right 
« Our bliſs, if life don't ſtamp him mine. 
. _ 
c There ſhall we meet in ſtrict embrace, 
&« Which no ill-fortune can divide: 
„ Take comfort— Short is life's ſad race 
„Death turns the lover to the bride, 
«© There 
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X, 
«© There we ſhall never part again 


& A tie more facred than on earth 
6 A bliſs, which heals but zv'ry pain 


« We wept for, from out hour of birth.” 


I. 


T HE proudeſt tow'ra— the loftieſt dome 


Which London's city e'er could boaſt; 
Ne'er can compare with my dear home, 
When there I find its gentle hoſt, 


II. 
For oft, too oft, for my poor mind, 
His hours of abſence tedious prove; 
Tho never did his footſteps wind, 


In ſecret, to ſome worthier love. 


III. 
No when he's abſent from theſe eyes, 
He goes to catch the finny prey 
At night, the better with his prize, 
To heal the long expecting day. 


IV. 
Oft does the whirring pheaſant fall 
By His unerring guileleſs hands 
No murder he commits— *tis al! 
To pleaſe his Ella love commands 


Love 
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fa Love makes his tender finger bleed, 
„ To gain for me the earlieſt roſe— 
4 Tho' oft he whiſpers, © There's no need; i 
[2 Ella is ſweeter far, he knows, 
1 | VI. 
3 When the dear turtle J admire, 
: For notes of love is gone to reſt ; 
1 Her voice he'll mimic, and retire, 
F | Leſt-I ſhould ſay whoſe note is beſt, 
i VII. | 
\ For, oh ! he knows not to deceive, 
b Unleſs to give me greater joy 
f Such treachery who can't forgive? 
( | | Tis honeſty, without Ty 
VIII. 
Think not, ye gay, embroider'd domes, 
Wbo flaunt it in the wretched town— 
Think not my cot, in ſight of Thames, 
Can ſhew a lover like your own. 
| IX. | 
Tis pride which ſends the gifts you take— 


The glitt' ring diamond - coſtly ring 
He gives from nature and I make 
A jewel of the meaneſt thing. 


X. 
A violet from the ſunny bow'r, 
He places near my love: ſick heart 
| Is it not dearer than the flow'r 


Made up by hands of clumſy art? 
No— 
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RR | 
No— he diſdains the purchas'd boon ; 
By theſe e'en rakes their paſhon prove— 
Learn hence, ye fair ! and learn it ſoon, 
That love is only paid by love. 


XII. 


No gold can purchaſe what we know— 


Our days, if long, are days of eaſe : 
Our nights are nights of pleaſure too 
We live to love— and love to pleaſe. 


E LE G * m. 
. 


TY O tedious days of abſence have I known 


Oh! may I never feel the like again 


Count my ſad tears— count ev'ry heart-ſick groan— 


No they are endleſs as the ſandy plain. 


II. 


Curſe on thoſe tongues who fain would make believe 
My boſom's lord had found another ſhe ; 


If he deceives, I muſt myſelf deceive— 


To doubt is not to love he doubts not me. 


III. 


His gen'rous heart permits my abſence more — 
Nor feels a pain — but that I'm not at home: 


He fears no change in me but, at the door, 


Weeps only that ſome others often roam. 


But 
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i IV. 
But ſure he is that Ella cannot change, 

No leſs am I of his good heart poſleſt ; 
He comes—he comes—l knew he could not range, 


Oh ! let me preſs thee to my eager breaſt, 'F 
Where has my lovely ſwain been all the while, W 2 


He whiſpers that his abſence was his love ; 
I wiſh'd for ſtrawberries wild, and with a ſmile, 
| Silent he ſought them in a diſtant grove. 8 |: 
OCD VI. 
PII ſee dear Ella's face or cot no more, 
Till I can ſatisfy each longing thought; 
I'll not return, *till I am bleſt with ſtore, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould wiſh again for what is not. 


VII. 
All night he lay upon the dew-ſprent lawn, 
He could not reach his long- expecting home; 
To-morrow I ſhall try at earlieſt dawn, 
To ſwell my ſtore— of love, the wiſh'd-for ſum, 


SUL 
So he returns with ev'ry wiſh compleat— 
| Returns with love that doubles my ſad loſs; 
5 He lays his gath'rings kindly at my feet, | 
Then whiſpers—how each ſtep he took run croſs, 
= 
For, oh |! he travers'd but a thouſand hills, 
A thouſand thickets made my ſhepherd bleed ; 
Yet he diſdain'd— for love, his boſom fills 
All toil ſo to my wiſh he could ſucceed. 
8 K Where 
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Where is a ſhepherd thro” the extended plain, 
Who tender is, and diligent as he? 
Where is a nymph—he vows and vows again, 
So fond— fo loving and ſo kind as me ? 


EL EQ Y- Iv. 
* 


1 Deck myſelf with flow'rs of ev'ry clime, 


To greet my ſhepherd when that hour arrives ;, 
But all are faded—not thro' length of time, 
They'll live again, if my dear Allen lives. 


1. 


Why is he abſent thus? my longing's o'er, 


l want no ſtrawberries wild—tho' him I want; 
Return, and tell me then as heretofore, 
Is there no ſlight, no chilling coldneſs meant ? 


III. 


Patient I ſat, and ſaw him paſs along, 
With once my rival—rival till J fear; 
For ſhe is fairer, and the May- bloom ſong 
She often ſings, when I muſt lend an ear. 


"20" 


Sure he will never change his heart for theſe, | 


And quit for triflles, ſuch an heart as mine; 


Let her ſing on! I ſtill ſhall be at eaſe, 


No ſwain I know, can weed an heart like thine. 
Her 


bd 
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Her poliſh'd ſkin like ſnow, ſo lovely white, 
I know is not his choice, or he deceives ; 
The nut-brown maid is his dear beſt delight, 
I am not fair, then thus his Ella lives. 


VI. 
She lives to know that beauty's not his aim, 
Nor voice, nor ſhape, nor accent truly ſweet; 

Love is the prize he ſeeks—my love then claim, 

If you can doubt, my ſorrow is compleat. 

VII. 

See how the pledge of our affection ſighs, 
Leſt he ſhould fear a change in her he loves; 
See how a tear bedews her infant eyes, 
That tear beyond all words, my 3 proves. 


VIII. 

But he returns— her little arms expand 

With mine, to intercept his fond embrace; 
He gives it firſt -I ſeize his beauteous hand, 
And read his wordleſs joy thoughout his face. 

TY IX. 
His abſence ſtill I find was all for me, 
He thought I wiſh'd for doves that coo all day; 
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He climb'd the talleſt beach- and from the tree 8 | 
Brought in his hand, the lovely feather'd prey. | 


Why does he find the wiſhes I would hide, 

Who knows what harm in climbing may arrive? 
My love may fall ! may no ſuch ill betide, 

If Ella lives—he muſt himſelf too live. 
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Let me not die, unleſs I die compleat, 


POEMS ON VARIOUS 
Xl. . 


For, oh ! the very fear of ſome ſad fate, 
Is to a breaſt like mine, a living death ; 


And with my love, reſign my lateſt breath. 


EU ET 0 YAY, 
I. 


1 Trace my ſhepherd's footſteps o'er the lawn, 


For ſtill the dew-drops ſilver all the graſs; 
Why do they—lince the earlieſt peep of dawn 
Point onward to, alas! ſome happier place. 


I know his heart is all made up of love, 


He never ſees diſtreſs without a tear; 
Pity's a-kin to love, and fo I prove 


He'll count out tear for tear, and groan for groan, 


His heart, from pity may approach too near. 


III. 


Would he FR diſtance only, had but known | 
The orphan's wailing, and the widow's ſigh ; 


Who can reſiſt bright beauty's weeping eye. 
IV. 


1 know a ſorrow greater than ſhe feels— 
| She has but loſt of worldly goods, a part; 
How fortune oft her ſtrokes unequal deals! 


Pve loſt the greateſt— ffill= my ſhepherd's heart. 
OR” is 
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Elſe why do I not ſee a ſtep that bends 

It's way to my forlorn and widow'd cot ? 
Grief for another's woe— more early ends 
The object, and the ſubject ſoon forgot. 

VI. 

But here, alas ! I ſee—and ſee too plain, 

His pity may extend— too far extend 
An heart like his will weep and weep again, 

Till he become the lover from the friend, — 


VII. 9 75 
Oh ! no— I ſee him joyful leap the ſtile— 
He leaves the fallow all at once behind ; 
| His ſtay was only pity— void of guile, 
T = Why did I ever doubt his gen'rous mind. 


VIII. 
Like ſtars his eyes be- glitter from afar, 
His face is chearful as an April morn'; 
Why did I once ſuſpect my ſwain ſo dear ? 
Why was I thus dejected and forlorn ? 


IX. 
Suſpicion may hence tempt his heart aſtray, 
1 never will ſuſpect his love again; 
For I have ſuffer'd all the live-long day, 
In fancy— more, alas ! than equal pain, 
X, 

Vninterrupted love then, hence ſhall guide, 
Without one fear, my once too erring mind 
Avaunt ſuſpicion— may you ne'er preſide 

O'er hearts like mine but reptile boſoms find. 

Whare 
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„„ 

Where you may ſuit a fancy like your own, 
And teaze without remorſe, a love- ſick breaſt ; 


My boſom's lord, fits ſafely on his throne, 
And by thus bleſſing me, himſelf is bleſt. 


Y L G K VI 

1 
3 HY does my ſhepherd toil beneath the ſun, 
Which ſcarce a ſable African could bear; 


Let others ſlave— or leave the work undone, 


Rather than Allen thus ſhould ſuffer here. 


II. 
I know the reaſon for his pitying heart, 
Fears I may want— ſhould our ſmall harveſt fail; 
 Thunder's harſh rains might baffle all our art, 
And in the room of plenty— dearth prevail, 


III. 
Therefore he ſweats beneath a torrid ſky, 
Therefore he ſcorns the bleſſings of a ſhade 3 
Therefore he ſhuns his food — and tho' a-dry, 
Neglects the bev'rage which my hands have made. 
5 IV. 
Love whiſpers I might want at winter's hour, 
She ſhall not want, my gen'rous Allen cries : 
If by theſe hands I can provide a ſtore, 
She ſhall not want— my love each want ſupplies. 
Think 
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. 
Think not, ye rich! in all your pomp and pride, 
That plenty leads alone to human bliſs; 
Neceſſity has beauties at your ſide, 
Let love but dwell there's plenty in a kiſs. 
VI. 
Oft' have I walk'd from hill to diſtant hill, 
That appetite might ſeize us unawares; 
How have we flack'd our thirſt in yonder rill ! 


How ſhar'd the fruits which ev'ry hedge-row bears. 


VII. 
Vet giv'n in love, the common berry charms, 
Love made it taſte like fruits of Eaftern clime 
Nature was ſatisfy'd nor ills nor harms 
Proceed from food like this in after time. 
3 VIII. 
Our firſt and hapleſs parents once ſo liv'd, 
Would they had never chang'd ſuch golden hours; 
By innocence they might have ſtill ſurvivd, 
And been immortal in their love — like ours. 
IX. 
For we will never never diſobey, 
And tho' life's ſhort— which daily loſſes prove; 
Vet bleſt and truly bleſt— from day to day, 
We'll lengthen it by ev'ry act of love. 
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ELEGY VII. 


I. 
A Riſe, my beſt belov'd— ariſe ! nor 1 


For lo! the winter's paſt— like a dream, gone 
The rain's blown over therefore, come away 3 
I cannot tread the dewy path alone. 


II. 
The time of birds which ſing approacheth near 
The turtle's voice is heard throughout the grove: 


On ev'ry vine the early ſhoots appear; 


Ariſe, and let us tread the ſteps of love. 


- "ME. 


Not thoſe which ev'ry vulgar foot has trod— 


No— we will ſeek th' untramell'd path unſeen : 


Love hates the hackney'd , beaten, vulgar road ; 


Nor wiſhes e'en the friend to walk between. 


IV. 


For there's an avarice in minds like ours 


We grudge a moment, tho' to aſk the way: 


| Rather would I bewilder'd paſs my hours, 


Than break the thread of what I mean to ſay. 
V. 


What is the ſov' reign's love, compar'd to this ? 


Love wants not pomp— nor pride— nor rich array— 


'Tis ſimple in its wiſhes, as its bliſs, 


And ſpeaks, by filenee, more than others ſay. 


No— 
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VI. 
No— real love can never be expreſt— 
Like real grief, 'tis known but to that one, 
Who feels within his true repleniſh'd breaſt, 
There is no room— no— but for him alone. 


„ 
With love, like this, the ſoul is ſatisfied, 
Nor wanders ſtill in ſearch of other joy; 
Diſdaining all the circumſtance of pride — 
Golden content is her's without alloy. 


VIII. 
Suns riſe— and, riſing, bring freſh pleaſures on 
The mid-day knows no change in ſuch bright bliſs : 
Watch them ſtill onward to the ſetting ſun, 
Tis one ſweet circle of true happineſs. 
6 
But this is only purchas'd by the heart—' 

Think not that pois'nous gold can do the ſame 

All it can purchaſe is, at beſt, but art; 
And their beſt bliſs is but an empty name. 

VV 
And what's the name of bliſs, compar'd to mine? 
a Subſtantial joy — not to be chang'd by years 

Oh ! let me then but be aſſur'd of thine, 

And I'll no more bedew my cheek with tears. 
Xl. | 

In pity, ſay your heart is all my own— 

Your looks aſſent, and I'm the happieſt ſhe : 
My boſom's lord fits lightly on his throne ; . 
Who wou'd: not wiſh to be belov'd like me ? 

L ELEGY 
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E L E GV VII. 
The | L | | 
5 8 M Y lamb- companion, in his abſent hours, 
HE Whoſe innocence reminds me of his love, 


This morn eſcap'd from his ſo native bow'rs, | 
In vain, to find him, does your Ella rove. 


IT. 
I call him by the tender name you gave, 
And idly think he ſooner will return 
Why, to torment me, hides the little flave ? 
I'll beat each buth in hopes, from morn to morn. 


Ss 
In vain I fearch— in vain I hourly rove— 
The cruel fav'rite knows, too ſure, wy pain: ; 


And fo Pl quit the folitary grove, 
And ſearch him with the flocks on yonder plain. 


T IV. 
11 Each ſhepherd that I aſk, in pity, ſighs, 
3 And goes, and runs, the truant lamb to find; 
He anſwers my fad grief with his own eyes, ) 
And ſtrives to heal the anguiſh of my mind. 


V. 
But in no flock can I my lambkin ſee— 
Bure, never was your Ella fa oppreſt: 
For &en my ſhepherd, too, abſents from me 
Can he play truant to my faithful breaſt? 
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Who knows, but, with his uſual tender heart, 

He went this morn, unknown, my lamb to find 
I know his pity flows devoid of art, 

And feel the ftate of his pathetic mind. 


| VII. 
He knows my loſs— he gave the little lamb— 
Can the dear loſs be little, then, he cries— 


T' endear it more, he gave it, too, a name 
It ſhan't be loſt for all beneath the ſkies. 


VIII. 
And ſee ! he verifies what I but thought; 

He comes. and brings the prize beneath his arm. 
Where was the little cruel wand'rer caught 

And is he free, alas] from ev'ry harm? 


LE: IX. 1 
Oh! bring him, with yourſelf, to this fond breaſt, 
At diſtance till too great, I ſee them there-- 
| Ah! no— Iam deceiv'd—'twas grief poſſeſt, 
They both are ſafe arriv'd— 'twas but my fear. 


"Ko 
I ſee— I feel them both— and never more 
May the dear wand'rer give me future pain: 


For, tho' it makes amends for griefs before, 
Yet never may I know the ſame again. 


1.2 _ ELEGY 
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E LEG Y IX. 
_ 


T HE ſun is ris'n more chearful and more gay, 


Than he was wont to do for months now paſt : 


1 Il ſeize the pleaſures of a coming day, 


And give my love- ſick mind a rich repaſt. 
II. 


FL. in his abſence, ranſack ey ry bow” r, 
To make him happy at his wiſh'd return : 


| Yes— I'll collect for him but ev'ry flow'r, 


ee ring e eee, 


III. 


And, feſt the lilly which I gather there, 


Reminds me of the whiteneſs of his mind 


: Ill join the myrtle, which I find ſo near, 


Emblem of that true love I ever find. 


IV. 


Fox "midſt rough winter's blaſts, ſtil] ever green, 


The myrtle changes not its honeſt hue— 
The roſe will fade I'Il mix it not between, 
What haye we with inconſtancy to do ? 


V. 


rl; join the jaſmin, from its neighb'ring bow r, 


Becauſe it leaves not its ſo fav'rite place ; 


It ſtill embraces, as it yields the flow'r, 


The arbor which receiv'd its firſt embr ace, 


The 
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1 VI. 5 
The honeyſuckle, next, in turn I give — 

It faithful clings, too, at its fav'rite tree: 
Tho' oft invited, did it never leave 

The place it firſt admir'd, when ſet by thee, 


VII. 


Tho' roſes fade, and ſweet carnations die, 
Yet will I, on refleCtion, theſe too join : 
They'l! prove how other hearts their loſs ſupply, 
And prove how diff*rent is an heart like thine. 


„ 
My baſket ſtor'd, I'll run to meet my ſwain, 
And with ſuch little gifts his welcome greet; 
And as he ſmells each violet o'er again, 
With joy I'II ſay, himſelf is ſtill more ſtueet. 


IX. 
I need not whiſper how my myrtles prove 
His conſtancy, devoid of ev'ry art ; 
| Left he ſhould anſwer, tis like your kind love, 
An emblem of your conſtancy of heart. 


X. 
Oh ! may I prove it, as the myrtle bough 
Long ſince has kept my flatt'ring hopes alive; 


I never ſee it, but I inſtant vow, | 
J u be the myrtle while I love and liye. 


ELEGY 
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E LEA KX. 
I. 
T Hough rigid ice has bound up ev'ry rill; 
Tho' the bleak ſnow ſtill whitens all the plain; 
Tho' the rude north till perſecutes at will, 
And tho! ſpring ſeems as ne'er to ſmile again: 


The 7.45, 

Yet does my faithful ſhepherd ſmile the ſame ; 
He knows no winter at his loving heart : 

*Tis ſunſhine all with him, and not a name, 
Like the baſe world, who play the villain's part. 


III. 
Tho” not a leaf on any tree is ſeen, 
Tho' on the ground appears not one ſad flow'r; 
In him I find a ſpring for ever green— 
A laſting ſpring, and never fading flow'r. 


IV. 
What are the change of ſeaſons, then to love? 
In that ſweet ſeaſon ev'ry month is May : 
In vain the wealthy would this ſeaſon prove ; ; | 
Gold cannot make the wretched boſom gay. 


= ; 
What is that heart which changes with the wind, 
The wind, which blows from adverſe fortune's fide ? 
Proſperity's ſweet gale the wretch can find, 
Who loves from faſhion, and who wooes from pride. 
s m9 My ; 
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VI. 
My ſhepherd i is, alas! not one of thoſe— 
He lov'd me from the hour he firſt beheld : 


His love remains— my heart is ſtill at eaſe— 
With jealouſy my boſom never ſwell'd. 


VII. | 
Oh! keep me from a cauſe which that way tends 
| He cannot love another cer like me: 
Secure of that, my happineſs ne'er ends, 
But ev'ry day begins afreſh, I ſee, 


VIII. 
Yes ! jealouſy will quench the brighteſt flame; 
E'en young ſuſpicion will abate deſire 
A heart once ſwerv'd will ne'er return the ſame, 
And, by degrees, the whole will next expire. 


X. 
Let not the fuel of ſweet actions ceaſe 


And, nymphs, like Ella, you need never fear; 5 
My ſtudy is to give each hour it's peace— _ 


Conſult your heart— like mine, you'll find it there, 


* V% Y . 


. 
Lovs altercations often may unite 


The ſtronger, hearts which threaten to divide ; ; 
Vet never. may I ſee ſuch bitter ſight ! 


Why part? to know what is a parting bride ? 
Thg 
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| II. | 1 
The wound, tho' heal'd by a moſt ſkilful hand, 
Still ſhews what has been by the fatal ſcar 
Sure! beauteous is the ſkin— the truth well ſcann'd— 
Which never had a wound— more beauteous far 


III. 
The love which wants ſuch remedy to bind 
Two hearts like theirs, can never know to loye— 
Allen for Ella bears a diffrent mind 7 
We would not wiſh ee'n a miſtake to prove. 
7 IV. 
This morn, no ſooner did he cloud his brow, 
Ella deſerv'd his frown— and even more— — 
But ftrait I heal'd the cauſe— for love will know 
A ſure ſpecific, leſt the pain return. 


The pledge of our dear joys by chance came in, 
And brought a double cherry in her hand: 


1 held it with the infant, ſure to win, 
Who could the inoffenſive hint withſtand ? 


"FS. | 
He ſaw the pleafing gift he ſhed a tear 

_ Survey'd it, with the giver, on his knee 

Said, that the winds had lodg'd the harveſt near, 
Which made his brow 0 ercaft— but never me. 


VII. 8 
Thus FE Ts never know if T offend— | 


Would he might chide me, he ſo gently chides 
Ella would then! her ſmalleſt errors mend + 
Oh ! no— yet blames he all but me beſides. 


| Ye | 
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VIII. 
Ves he my ſex ſtill blames, perhaps, to make 
Me ſhine the brighter in his happy eyes; 
But could I think he did this for my ſake, 
I'd e'en offend, than he ſhould all deſpiſe. 


IX. 
For though I would not have one ſhare his heart, 
| Yet may I wiſh he would, perhaps, eſteem; 
Oh! no— I will not loſe the ſmalleſt part 
I will poſſeſs him all— and none but him. 


FF 
1 Croſs'd the lawn to find my lovely ſwain, 
For he had miſs'd his ever- faithful hour: 
My mind miſgave me, for I felt a pain, 
My joyous heart had never known before. 
„„ 
»Twas ſympathy of minds, no doubt, like our's— 
He felt the ſame, I find ; yet, knew not why— 
How ill does joy repay its anxious hours! 
Such is the lot of loyers till they die, 
II. 
For, oh ! we joy by minutes which are few — 
Yet do.we mourn for days— perhaps, for years : 
The night of ſorrow's long too oft our due, 


For daring but to hope, without our fears, 


M 


POEMS ON VARIOUS 
IV. 
Why did the ſtag we bred up from the fawn, 
Forget the hand which rais'd it to the chace ? 
For, as my ſhepherd croſs'd the dewy lawn, 
He wounded him— and ſee he hides his face. 
Hides, leſt his Ella ſhould partake a pain 
He meant from her, of all, to keep conceal'd ; 


But, oh ! her heart repeated it again, 
And aid, ſome loſs had happen'd i in the field. 


| VI. 
I gueſs'd— I knew— ah! what will not love gueſs? 
All for the worſt it pictures while we live 
The ſweeteſt roſes have their thorns no Jeſs; 
And fondeſt hope will ever ſtill deceive. 
Rs „ 
Come, let me kiſs the too, too bleeding wound — 
My heart now guſhes with an equal ſtream: 
Oh! would it heal his own, I'd ſtain the ground, 
Ves ev'ry drop I'd ſpill, to reſcue him. 


VIII. 
But ſee! he ſimiles— and ſays to prove my heart, 


He made the wound ſeem worſe— what need he pr ove? 


I thought he knew me void of ev'ry art, 
And nceded not a further teſt of love. 
CONT 
In ſuch-like trials— yes! the day might come, 
When Ella may too nearly feel the pain: 
Life may depart, ere ſhe could reach her home, 
If a ſurmiſe of harm befel my ſwain, , 


Then 
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„„ 
Then do not hence anticipate my grief, | 
And court a ſorrow which may ne'er arrive; 
Give me, oh! rather give me all relief, 
And by your welfare, bid your Ella live, 


E L E G Y XIII. 
| I. a 
GORE this is joy! if joy on earth there be, 
For ſee the lord of my deſires returns; 


How ſparkl'd his dear infants eyes with me? 
And how with Ella's did her boſom burn, 


i 
The tender vine which curls with ſuch embrace, 
Round that fair elm fears it ſhould loſe its ſtay; 


Supported by that ſtrength, it keeps it's place, 
And fears no alteration or decay. 


, 
Yet may the ſtorm now unexpected, tear 
A loftier tree, and lay it's honours down; 
5 The faithful vine that common loſs muſt ſhare, 
| And with the elm's misfortune join her own. 


"Iv. 
8 by nis life, as by his love, 
I feel a ſtrength - tho' feeble bids me live; ; 


Should the rude ſtorm too overbearing prove, 
And the ſad overthrow too ſoon arrive, 


% POEMS ON VARIOUS 
Yet is my comfort— it can ne'er divide, 
The vine muſt with its elm together fall; 
T'hey grew together, and together dy'd— 
Bow'd their meek heads, and follow'd nature 8 call 
VI. | | 
Who could ſurvive to ſee the lovely bow'r, 
Which his own hands had deckt ſo wond'rous gay ; 


Where we ſo oft' had wept at evening hour, 18 
Fo or love will weep when care obſcur'd the day. 


ve VII. 
Ves! life's ingratitude will cauſe to weep, 
Hearts like our own attun'd to other's woe; 
For tho? we never felt the like ſo deep, 
Yet may we gueſs what we 1 ſhun to know. 


| VIII. 
Oh! would to b n— unleſs we could lies... 
Such wretchedneſs might never reach our ear? 


Too oft” it makes a feeling heart believe 
Their own misfortunes but approach too near, 
| EO IX, 2 
Avert, kind heav'n ! from this miſgiving breaſt, 1 
The danger which my fears ſtill whiſper now; 5 „ 
Why flutters thus, his heart? 'tis near at reſt, L I 
Why hangs ſuch endleſs care upon his brow ? 
Tell me, oh! tell me all for much [I fear, 
The infant aſks'it with each ſpeaking eye; 
In its each cryſtal ſluice there ſtands a tear, 
Eaſe my ſad heart — or Ella ſoon muſt die. 


I can- 
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XI. 

I cannot bear ſad expectation long 

Do let me know the worſt which may arrive; 

If you but ſig I ſeem the dead among g- 

If you once ſmile— your Ella then ſhall live. 


E E EG XIY; 

* nature ſeems to ſympathize with me 
7 All nature ſeems to feel an equal woe; 
Lightning at winter's hour we rarely ſee! 

It thunders too— or elſe I dream it ſo. 
Oh l *tis too true the cypreſs hangs it's head, 

The birds with lazier wing divide the air 
Oh ! *tis too true behold my Allen dead 

A crowd of ſwains ſupport the wretched bier. 


| III. 
The cruel wound which ſhould have ſtain'd the ground, 
Perhaps bled inwards— and has caus'd his doom; 
Have I not cauſe to weep, when all around 
I ſee grim death have I for grief not room? 


Wes & © 
Yes! I will ſwell the river with my tears— 
It's lazy channel ſhall revive by mine; 
The floods ſhall drown each meadow that appears 
To 've been the walks of Ella and of thine, 
8 955 1 5 1 


— — — 


36 POEMS ON VARIOUS 
How ſhall I hide it from my infant's eyes? 
Conceal it, I can never never long! 
Her parent was with me her mutual prize, 
Her only morning— as her evening ſong. 
OG 
Why do you weep, ye ſhepherds ! ſtill in vain, 
Preſerve your tears for me when I am dead; 
My tears are now enough I can't refrain, 
Let them flow on— but ceaſe your. own to ſhed, 


VII. 
They can't recall the life he loſt for me 
He ſought the choiceſt fiſh for me alone; 
The cruel torrent ſwallow'd him and he 
e ſtill bleſt me with his — groan. 


VIII. 
A watry death he dy- 93 my tears s ſhould ceaſe, 
For he too much of water muſt have found; 
A watry death I'll die— I come to eaſe 
Thy wretched ghoſt, and One freſh grief around, 
IX. 
Adieu! ye 8 witneſs of e our woe, 5 
Adieu! each pleaſure which my life would give; £ 
And ſee my laſt ſad tenderneſs to ſhew, 
1 plunge into the wave— and ceaſe to live. 


: 
For what is life and being without love? 
I lov'd him living— and I love him dead; 


Then fince I can't by life my paſſion prove, 
Tl die— and in my death, his ſorrows wed, 


— 


AND SELECT OCCASIONS, I 
| XI. | | 
No ſooner had ſhe ſpoke— but with a nod 
Oer his pale corſe, as merely to deceive= - 
She look'd her laſt then, ſmiling, left the croud, 
Plung'd into the lake, and ceas'd to live. 
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